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TEEN-AGE 
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She believed in 
living fast and 
dying young 





Big Company Will Put You in 


"WEEKEND BUSINESS” THAT PAY 








AS MUCH AS $91.50 IN 2 DAYS 


QyMen Without Experience 
Report Making Big Earnings on Saturdays 
and Sundays—YOU CAN DO IT TOO! 


ie # Mine. 
y “yy” els Turning spare hours on weekends into welcome ex- 
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tra money can be asnap. Look what a top tailor- 
ing salesman writes: ‘“These suit orders were taken 
over a period of two days. Four orders on Saturday, 
March 19th and four orders on Sunday, March 20th 
—a total profit of $91.50.” This is just one of the 
many letters in our files reporting big earnings for 
weekend work — exceptional records that prove what 
can be done. And many of these men had no experience 
at all. A few hours on Saturday and Sunday taking 
orders from friends, neighbors and fellow workers for 
sensational values in made-to-measure suits, topcoats 
and overcoats does it. It’s really very simple. Every 
man likes the better fit and prestige that comes from 
wearing custom tailored clothes. And when you show the many beautiful, 
high quality fabrics, mention the low prices for our made-to-measure fit 
and style, and show our guarantee of satisfaction, you take orders right 
and left. You collect a big cash profit in advance on every order, and build 
up a fine permanent extra income business in your weekend spare time, 


Send for this Money-Making Outfit 


Just mail the coupon below for this BIG 
OUTFIT, sent you FREE. It contains 
more than 100 fine quality fabrics for 
made-to-measure suits, topcoats and over- 
coats. It’s amazingly easy to take meas- 
ures, you need no experience to take or- 
ders. Everything is simply explained for 
you. Just mail this coupon now and we'll 
send you this big, valuable Outfit 
filled with more than 100 fine fabrics 
and everything else you need to start. At 
once you’ll see that you can make as much as we 
', $91.50 and more on a weekend. Rush coupon Today! a 










Get Made- 


To-Measure 
Suits for Yourself 
Without 1* Cost! 


r plan makes it easy for 
to get your Own per- 
nal suits, topcoats and 
srcoats without paying 
in addition to your big 
sh earnings. Yes—not 
do we start you on the 

ad to making big money, 
we also make it easy 
you to get your own 
thes without paying one 
ny. No wonder thou- 
sands of men write enthu- 
tic letters of thanks, 





ADD TO YOUR l STONE-FIELD CORP., Dept. N-964 
PROFITS with 332 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Ill. 
LADIES’ SUITS 
Add many dollars to 
your earnings by tak- 
ing orders for our 
beautifully style, fine 
quality made-to- 


! 
measure suits and 
1 


Dear Sir:—I want to make money on weekends and 
I want a suit to wear and show, without paying 1c 
for it. Rush Valuable Suit Coupon and Sample Kit 
with actual fabrics ABSOLUTELY FREE. 


skirts for women. The 
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MATTE JERSEY 
LOW BACK! 


| 
Tl LEATHERETTE 


UB 7439 CAR SKIRT 
Leatherette shirt looks sieek 
and juscrous keeps its slim 
ines always comes clean 
with swipe of sponge Newest 
for gals who like subtie allure 
White, Beige. Light Bive. Sil 
ver Sizes 8 to 16 $7.99 


















2 for 488 


NATIONALLY ADVERTISED 


SPECIAL! 
uWPADDED 


HIP &) 













PADDED SEAT 





LEATHERETTE 


P| #7436 =LUXUR 
Luxurious and smart . 
that’s the look of these ele- 
gantly Styled, elegantly tailor- 
ed ‘car pants.”’ Viny! Leather- 
ette is soft as doe'’s skin 
White, Beige, — Blue. Sil- 
ver. Sizes 8 to 16 $8.99 

















o #2556 INDIAN PRINCESS 
Doctor, lawyer, even an Indian 
chief, will like the way you 
look in this dramatic taffeta 
check with the twinkling jew- 
eled buttons! Fits beautifully 
Acetate. Black, 


With every purchase a 
handy gift set...brush, 
comb and rain bonnet. 
Prettily packaged in pocket 








heart neckline . . 
by miraculous matte jersey, 
draped with a devilish touch 
over bust and hips and cut 
oh-so-low in back! A dress to 


#3220 HIDDEN FLATTERY: 
quicken pulses at any party! 


This girdie hides a mighty sec 








Sizes 8 to $9.99 Rayon Matte Jersey. Black, ret. Removable foam rubber size polyethylene bag. 
Royal Blue, White. Sizes 8 to pads give you that rounded 

Eh +2020 vampire wee 18. $19.99 look special inch-wide EVERY PENNY REFUNDED 

’ " powernet. non-rol ; a7 l 

ye — oe, DEVIL'S DELIGHT ates curved line at ease Cut “fF WOT 106 ANISFIED ! 
eautiful, beautiful bustiine.— high up from thigh 

has boned ust, sits in font tngt's tne Semsatinal sought. Shane sade ea Rteyen 

to revea! — J after style star ia this glam- suits or shorts. White or Black #2080, Ns FOUR! 

Back s to lovely low ourous Helanca honey. Soft Sizes 23” to 30” banda SSy ong ION 

depths too, with dramatic web 


and downy, it seems to slim 


waist. $6.99 


satin warst cincher will shave 


o grosgrain. A head-turner, = waist and hips. Perfect for rl cola en ggg ccna 
tor ravers “Sines 10 to 18 oF _-nughttime wear. Washable o #3218 HIP ENHANCER pagent sc gy te tel size] 10 COLOR Jang COLOR] PRICE 
Q $19.99 Black, White. Sizes 38 to 40 Remarkable foam rubber pads » 


#2470 ALASKAN BELLE 
= a tip from the gais of 


the Yukon - slip on a sheath matte jersey catches every ee ee ee 

trimmed in heavenly US rabbit curve in this turtle top blouse able garters. White. Black 

fur. There's nothing smarter to Shirred shoulders add soft. Waist Sizes 22 inch to 30 

flatter your legs' Rayon and full bosom lines. Washable inch $6.99 | #5051 VERSATILE VIXEN aca PAYMENT (Add 35c Postage) 

oige or rfgenel cin White, 1S 4p a aaa or Aqua No-slip no-slide inside elastic ND C.0.D. (NO C.0.D. without $1.00 deposit on each item 
ed, Emerald all wi ite . in 

fur. Sizes 8 to 20 $24.99 *¥3867 JERSEY BOUNCE #3277 = TWO-TIMER keeps this push-up beauty 


#2632 SOFT SHOULDER 
Nothing clings like crepe — 
and no style’s as sensation- 


ally flattering as this crepe any pretty blouse. ‘Rump tened and waist nipped as popes agg pyar otal 
wonder! Chiffon’s wonderful lined” to preserve beautiful curves magically appear to 32 to 38Cc “~ : 348. eeeataitntaae: tht 
for your bosom. Rayon Ace- lines. Generous hem. Black give you a glamorous new sil . il 2 for 4.88 4 S109 

tate. Black or Red. Sizes 10 Pink or Beige. Sizes 8 to 16 hovette. Black or White 

to 16. $12.99 $7.49 Waist sizes 22 to 30. $12.98 


#7075 TurTLE Top ®”-*? 
Divinely draped rayon-nylon 


gine your curves in this 
alluring skirt in clinging Matte 
Jersey (Nylon and Acetate 
Here's the glamour mate to 


round you out to feminine 
loveliness. Wonderful for heavy 


Miracle under-an-ounce foam 
rubber pads fit into miracu 
lously shaped pockets on Hips 
and derriere. Tummy is fiat 


for garters. White. Sizes: 24” 
to 32” waist 
low price 


A steal at this 


place without straps. Clever 
button attachment for strap 
can be turned down to show 
lovely lace. Low back. Dainty 
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HOW'S A GIRL TO KNOW 
WHEN SHE’S REALLY 
GROWN UP? 


Maturity is more than having your own 
loor key or driver's license. Maturity is a 
tate of mind. You have the wisdom and 
onviction to make your own decisions 

and stay with them. 

lake the decision that so many girls 
have made to turn to Tampax, fe ex- 
ample. This is a decision each girl must 
make for herself. Tampax is neat, discreet, 
easy to use and oath | in place. It pre- 
vents odor, ends disposal prob- FIRAES 


does away with belts, pins, FMUts 
NO PADS 







lems 

pads. It lets you bathe, shower, 
lo anything you'd normally do. Tadd 
Deciding to use Tampax is a sign you're 
not going to compromise with discomfort any 
longer. \t’s the first step in a long line of 


wise decisions. 
[ry Tampax® internal sanitary pro- 
tection this very month. It’s available 


wherever such products are sold. Regular, 
Super, Junior absorbencies only 45¢ for 
a package of 10. Tampax Incorporated, 
Palmer, Massachusetts. 





Invented by a doctor— 
now used by millions of women 
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_ An Anniversary Letter | 
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Y Oo ur ea er. Ss Z| [eur Eureka, 39. regular straight 
Z GY — Steel spacers. Wood 
Z ZY a 
Y Y} Eureka, 54 fi it oom. 
Y 7, | Steet spacers Wood ‘nandie. 
Z Tan Magazine is ten years old this month. Z TS Imported: _ be ge 
j A lot of words and pictures have flowed through its pages since that Novem- 7 Gee one | ree_curts 
Y : . ° ° Uy Solid brass, straight teeth. Fi 
Z ber, 1950 issue which marked, as Editor and Publisher John H. Johnson put Y shortest haits . 
j it, “a unique new venture in the magazine field.” It was then, as now, devoted 7 Ps ames | Mi purpose. Best nase, Rolling 
ZG “that part of everyday living concerning the happiness and triumphs, the Z yh gf hs 
7 sorrows and suffering of the troubled heart.” Z a 
] Yet Tan, like everything else during the decade, changed—not in its basic 7 
14 Z intent, but in its outward presentation. Its earlier stories dealt with a more Z | [H22, 3% nest. cures, solid 
18 j sensational side of life than did later issues. Illustrations and layouts went Z aE aera 
9 Z through a process of evolution too. And the very name of the magazine, TAN 7 
22 7, through a p y 8 , 
26 Z ConFEssions, was shortened as story lines changed and new emphasis was 7 HOWARD TRESSES Dept. TAZ! 
28 Y os : : : : y 317 W. 125 St., New York 27, W. Y. 
7, put on the magazine’s Home Service Section. New ideas were tried; some 7 
39 Z stayed, others were discarded. ZY 
Z During the years, TAN has had both competitors and imitators, but it al CON EL 
Z remains today the best-selling magazine of its type, and the third largest Z 
Z Negro periodical in the world, behind its sister publications, EBony and Jet. 7 = into into DOLLARS! 
y : . : . ° ‘ 4 poets share mittions 
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Z emotional experiences of people, the bewildering problems of men and women 7 
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[ would appreciate it very much if you 
vould publish my name in your Pen Pal sec- 
tion of TAN Magazine. I am 17 years old, 

tall, weigh 140 lbs. My complexion is 
medium brown, and I have black hair and 
dark brown eyes. My hobbies are dancing, 
kating, swimming, and collecting the latest 
records 

[ would like to correspond with boys in the 
Army and Air Force between the ages of 18 
ind 22. All letters will be answered and I will 
exchange photos. Thank you. 

Sharlene Hillman 
1223 Huber Ave. 
Columbus 11, Ohio 


| am a regular reader of TAN and I would 
ippreciate it very much if you would publish 
my name in your Pen Pal column. I would 
like to correspond with both males and fe- 
nales, regardless of race. 

[ am 17 years of age, 5’7” tall, and weigh 

5 lbs. I have black wavy hair and dark 
eyes. My hobby is building hi-fi sets, 
ind I like jazz. Will answer letters and ex- 


prown 


hange photos. 
Bruce Blackman 
107 Humphrey St. 


Englewood, N. J. 


| am a constant reader of your Tan Maga- 
zine, and would appreciate very much if you 
vould print my letter in your Pen Pal column. 
I am 18 years of age, weigh 155, and I am 
tall. I would like very much to hear 
n both girls and boys between the ages of 

ps 


18 and 25. 
Maxine E. Woodard 
459 Michigan Ave. 
Lexington 24, Ky. 
I've dug your prints for three years, and I 


enjoy digging. I’m in search of Pen Pals, and 

| would like very much if you would enter my 

help wanted in your Pen Pal section right 

iway 

| am 26 years of age, 5’7” neat, and lonely. 

| have brown complexion, good hair. [I’m an 

eingineer. I would like to hear from women 

rom age 21 to 30, and will gladly exchange 
Will answer all letters. 

S/Sgt. Allen Ewing 

814th ACft. S. Sq. 

Westover A.F.B., Mass. 


photos 
I t 


[ am a regular reader of TAN Magazine, and 
would like very much for you to print my name 

your Pen Pal column. 

[ am 17 years old, 5’3”, weigh 100 Ibs., and 
have light complexion. I have dark brown eyes 
ind black hair. I like to dance, and sew. 
would like to correspond with boys and girls 
vetween the ages of 15 and 21. I will answer 

etters immediately. 
Vermel Colley 
159-10 109th Ave. 
Jamaica, N. Y. 


| am a regular reader of Tan and would like 
my name to appear in the Pen Pals section. 
years of age, and would like to cor- 


Lam 17 


spond with boys and girls between the ages 
Lam 5/9” tall. My hobbies are stamp 


of 15-19 


PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 


new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the 
letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


collecting, reading and going to the movies. | 

promise to answer all letters and exchange 
photos. 

Toddy Sackey 

No. D691/1 

Horse Road 


Accra, Ghana 


I would appreciate it very much if you would 
please publish my name in your Pen Pal 
column. 

Tam a Negro girl, 15 years of age, 5’4” tall, 
weight 116 Ibs. I am of light complexion, dark 
brown eyes, reddish color hair. I am considered 
attractive, with a nice personality, by both boys 
and girls. I like dancing, listening to the radio, 
going to parties, meeting people, sports and 
clothes. 

I am willing to correspond with boys and 
girls all over the world, between the ages of 
15 and 22, regardless of race, creed or color. I 
will answer all letters promptly and exchange 
photos. 

Carol Pruitt 
1669 67th Ave. 
Oakland 21, Calif. 


Would you print my name in your Pen Pal 
section? I’m a regular reader of Tan, and 
enjoy it very much, 

I am 17 years old, weigh 150 Ibs., am 5’7” 
tall, black hair, and brown eyes. I would like 
to correspond with boys and girls all over the 
world from the ages 17 through 20. I will try 
to answer all letters. My hobbies are cooking, 
reading, writing, sports and music. 

Sallie Adams 
Route 2, Box 204 
Etta, Miss. 


Just recently I have become a reader of TAN 
Magazine. I do find the stories interesting, and 
the girls that appear on the cover are really 
beautiful. 

I would be very glad if you would include 
my name in the Pen Pal columns. I am 18 
years of age, dark complexion, 5/6”. My hob- 
bies are dancing and sports, and of course, 
reading. I'll exchange photos and answer all 
letters. Thank you in advance. 

Pamela Chapman 

8 Gardenia Ave. 

Mona Heights 

Kingston 6, Jamaica, W. I. 


I read your magazine regularly and enjoy it 
very much. I would very much like to cor- 
respond with young people throughout the 
United States, particularly those in other large 
cities. 

T am 18 years old, weigh 180 lbs., 6 ft tall, 
have dark eyes and dark hair, and a medium 
complexion. My hobbies are weight lifting, 
boxing and swimming. I enjoy dancing and 
like rock and roll. 

I will answer all letters promptly and ex- 
change photos. 

George Witherspoon 
7314 Central Ave. 
Cleveland 14, Ohio 


I have been reading your wonderful mag- 
azine, and would like very much if you will put 


my name in the Pen Pals column. I'd love to 

hear from nice young fellows between 23 and 

26 years of age. I am 2] years old, 5’4” tall, 119 

lbs., with medium brown complexion. My 
hobbies are dancing, bowling and sewing. 

I will exchange photos and will answer all 

letters. 

Joan Barnes 

6200 Eberhart 

Chicago 37, Il. 


I would appreciate it very much if you 
would be so kind as to print my name in your 
Pen Pals columns. 

I am 18, 5’9” tall. My hobbies are writing 
letters and body building, which I only started 
two months ago. I would like to correspond 
with both males and females regardless of race, 
color or religion. They should be between the 
ages of 19 and 38. 

[ am a Puerto Rican boy with light com- 
plexion, black hair and brown eyes and I weigh 
159 Ibs. I will answer all letters from all parts 
of the world, and will exchange photos. Thank 
you in advance. 

Anthony Pereira 
445 East 120th St.—Apt. 4F 
New York 35, N. Y. 


I have been a reader of your fine magazine 
for a long time, and always enjoy every issue. 
Could you please add my name to the Pen Pal 
list? 

I'm Betty Ann Moody, a senior in high, and 
am 17. I would like to correspond with boys 
ind girls from 17 to 20, from all over the 
world. Will answer all letters. 

Betty Moody 
333 Patchen Ave.—Apt. 1C 
Brooklyn 33, N. Y. 


I have been a reader of your Tan Magazine 
for many years, and would appreciate it if you 
would publish my name in your Pen Pal 
columns. I’m in the Army, and have been 
stationed here at Fort Benning for ten months. 

I am 19 years old, 5/11”, weigh 156 lbs., with 
black hair, brown eyes, and light complexion. 
My hobbies are dancing, progressive jazz, and 
most of all playing basketball. I would like 
very much to correspond with young ladies 
between the ages of 19 to 21, and will answer 
all letters and exchange photos. 

P.F.C. Elbert E, Gaither 
Co. B, 122nd Sig. Bn. 
2nd Infantry Division 

Fort Benning, Ga. 


I like your magazine very much, and I think 
your Pen Pal section is great for making 
friends. 

I am 17 years of age, 5’4” tall, brown hair 
and eyes. | have a medium tan complexion. 
My hobbies are music, especially rock and roll 
and jazz, also sports in general, and going to 
the movies. 

I would like to correspond with young men 
of the Armed Forces between the ages of 17 
and 21. I promise to answer all letters and ex- 
change photos. 

Eartha Lee Spann 
68 K Street, N.W. 
Washington 1, D. C. 
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By EVE LYNNE 


EAR EVE: 

I am writing you this letter to ask 
you for help. I am 22 years of age, mar- 
ried, and my husband is overseas. He 
has been away for a year. He is 25 
years of age. Since he has been gone 
this time, I have fallen in love with a 
married man. This man says he loves 


me and will do anything for me. 








My husband will be home soon. This 
man is always asking me things he 
should be asking his wife, and he says 
he only wishes that his wife were like me. 
If you can tell me what to do, God knows 


I will do it. 
Mrs. L.M.B. 


Dear Mrs. L.M.B.: 

Can you make yourself realize tha: 
you have confused loneliness for love? 
Can you not see that there is no bottom 
to the pit before you? You ask me to 
help you. I cannot. Only you and your 
faith can do this. 


Dear Eve: 

Please explain the saying that girls 
mature faster than boys. Does this mean 
we (girls) should date boys about three 
I have felt this 
problem has bothered many high school 


years older, or what? 


girls. 

] am very much in love with a boy 
who is only eight months older than I. 
Most of the girls I run with have boy 
friends five and six years older than 
they. Please tell me what you think about 


this. 
Tt; 


Dear T.T.: 


In general, girls do mature faster than 


harm) the delicate tissues. 


Tested by doctors. . . 
trusted by women... 
proved in hospital clinics 


FEMININE SUPPOSITORIES 


——_ 


Norforms 








What a blessing to be able to trust 
in the wonderful germicidal protec- 
tion Norforms can give you. Nor- 
forms have a highly perfected new 
formula that releases antiseptic 
and germicidal ingredients with 
long-lasting action. The exclusive 
new base melts at body tempera- 
ture, forming a powerful protec- 
tive film that guards (but will not 


And Norforms’ deodorant protec- 
tion has been tested in a hospital 
clinic and found to be more effec- 





boys, both physically and emotionally. 
At about age 12 or 13, they sprint ahead 
of their brothers, and boys must play 
“catch up” until they reach their respec- 
tive ages of 18 and 21. However, there 
are strong individual differences, and 
your young man who is only eight 
months older than you are, may be more 
mature than another boy five years older. 
The person, not the age, is the factor. ° 


Dear Eve: 

I am 19 years old, and very much in 
love with a young man who is 23 years 
old. He is also very handsome. My girl 
friends and other people are telling me 
that he is no man for me because he has 
too many other girls. I have a sleep-in 
job, and when I have my day off, he 
always comes to see me and take me out. 
He shows a lot of consideration for me. 

Please tell me what I should do, con- 
tinue to love this guy, and date him? 

Unhappy 


Dear Unhappy: 

Enjoy the dating, but as long as you 
believe you’re only part of the orchestra, 
and not the main attraction, better not 
take it too seriously. 





Married women 
are sharing this secret 


... the new, easier, surer protection 
for those most intimate marriage problems 


tive than anything it had ever 
used. Norforms ¢liminate (rather 
than cover up) embarrassing 
odors, yet have no “‘medicine” or 
“disinfectant” odor themselves. 

And what convenience! These 
small feminine suppositories are 
so easy and convenient to use. 
Just insert —no apparatus, mixing 
or measuring. They’re greaseless 
and they keep in any climate. 

New available in new packages 
of 6, as well as 12 and 24. Also 
available in Canada. 
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FREE informative Norforms booklet 
Just mail this coupon to Dept. T-011 
Norwich Pharmacal Co., Norwich, N.Y. 
Please send me the new Norforms booklet, 
in a plain envelope. 
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(PLEASE Print) 
Street 
City. Zone. State 
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DRUNKENNESS 


DO you — wuurer’ 
Ruins Health, Happiness. Bre 
the Drinking Cycle’ QuickiLy 
- INEXPENS!I Use new 
AL Cc Cie M, the amazing liquid 
on) that promotes aversion (dislike) to- 
ward ALL intoxicating drinks. Not 
classed as a Treatment or Cure but 
it IS a recognized method of with- 
drawal of alcohol. Interrupts drink- 
cycle and causes many to turn 
yuor. May be p= in secret. New ALCOREM 
sates desire for more alcohol for varying pe- 
“GUARANTEED Pure. Aversion tre: atment is recog- 
ized by Medical Authority. Comes ready to use—sim- 
ictions included—need not cause time out from 
ne happy ALCOREM user writes: — 
L< OREM ® years ago, and I have not taken 
anted adrink since thes. Pieasesend me ALCOREM 
a friend of mine who is a heavy drinker." - 
F., Princetom, Ky. As an additional help we send . 
FREE! 21 PINKIES with of ALCORE 
Formula capsules to helo nervous and digestive 
EIGHT CHART to guide reformed 






Also 
© proper weight. 
DO NOT DELAY e ORDER NEW ALCOREM NOW 
FACTION OR MONEY BACK, We rush 
REM, PINKLES, Weight-Chart in plain wrapper. 
an $9.95 plus C.O.D. and postage. To SAVE 
$1 20 i: in C.O.D. & postage.send 95 with order. 


Meewn werid wide since 1948 
MIDWEST HEALTH AIDS - DEPT. P-40 
608 S. DEARBORN ST. + CHICAGO 5, Hee. 


={PRESS YOUR HAIR 


IN THE RAIN 


AMAZING NEW “INVISIBLE SHIELD” 

KEEPS YOUR HAIR PERMA-PRESSED 

PROTECTS HAIR 

FROM PERSPIRATION — HEAT WITHOUT 
HURTING YOUR HAIR 


Oil “Perma Press” does ail its) 





SCIENTIFIC DISCOVERY 






e Miracle Scientific Pressing 
good work while you press. Nothing else to buy, nothing new to 
7 Makes pressing a pleasure and easier than ever. Don't be! 

@ mn the rain or at @ sweltering meeting. Learn bey 
{ wonderful, scientific Perma-Press now. Not sold in stores. 
your order today. 


YOUR NAIR STAYS PRESSED 3 TIMES LONGER 
OR COSTS NOTHING. 
LARGE SIZE $1.50 ECONOMY SIZE $2.25 


POSTAGE when you send cash, check or money order. 
AY POSTAGE and C.0.D. charges when you don’t send money 


your order 
MONEY send the amount shown with your order 











Heard strange tales about 
mysterious looking Hands? 
Genuine Styrene Bone Black 
Cat on a unique Hand, with 
a Sterling Silver Horseshoe. 
Securely _in this curious 


ing Lodestones. Weird look 
ing, a real Curio, treasured 
for it’s strange Symbolism! 


NOW! A HOWARD DELUXE PERUKE 
FOR LESS THAN ORDINARY WIGS 
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EASY TO CLEAN AND RESTYLE 
YOU GET MORE STYLE — MORE ComrenT — 
WORE REAL ENJOYMENT FOR LESS MONEY AT 
} NOWARD OR YOU GET YOUR MONEY SACK. 
: tate hat size, color, or send hair sample for matching. 
j $5.00 extra for mixed grey and light shades 
AVE MONEY. Send full amount ana we pay all postage. 
END NO MOREY. Pay postman plus post. & hand. 
ENO YOUR ORDER TO HOWARD — A NAME YOU CAN TRUST. 
NOWARB TRESSES, Dept. 1A2! 
317 W. 125th St, New York 27, W. ¥. 
end 10¢ for HOWARD BEAUTY BOOK. FREE WITH ORDER. 











On The Reco 


HE COUNT BASIE STORY/Count Basie (Roulette): In observance of Count 

Basie’s twenty-five years as a bandleader, Roulette has released this four-sided 
album of old Basie favorites that should provide a sentimental journey into the 
past for the “over thirty” jazz band devotees. 

For those who care to reminisce, the listening is good. There’s the old Down 
For The Double, Lester Leaps In with the late, great Lester Young at his best, 
Shorty George, Rock-A-Bye Basie, the Jimmy Rushing special Sent For You 
Yesterday, Red Bank Boogie, Every Tub and others. 

The Count Basie Story album does not embrace the Basie of today with the 
memorable “One more time” of April In Paris or the strong vocal assists of Joe 
Williams. Rather, this is the story of the band in evolution. It is an attempt to 
somehow capture the flavor of the times when the kid from Red Bank, N. J., was 
fighting for success, when Lester Young was wielding his styling influence over 
the other sidemen, and when the players carried most of the arrangements in their 
heads. The music, as was all modern music, was a little different then, and any 


modern youngsters who think of Count Basie only in the same brain wave with | 


Joe Williams may be surprised to learn that the Count was riding high, wide 
and handsome in the thirties and forties before, probably more than any other 


bandleader, he staged the post-1950 comeback that led big bands back into vogue. | 

No small part of this Basie story package is a fine biography by jazz writer | 
Leonard Feather, who brings the whole saga to life with his anecdotes and detailed | 
description of the Basie rise to fame. Here is a story not told on the records, a | 


story of men who believe only in their music, and to whom the chance to play it is 
far more important than pay or food or a good night’s sleep. 

Times and the music have changed. Life is fatter and the arrangements more 
lush with more emphasis on ensembles than soloists. But the Basie quality 
remains, and nobody can complain about that. 

Leonard Feather writes tellingly of the Count Basie Story, covering both Basie 
the man and the history of the band. The music contained in the album will speak 


for itself. 


} 
| 
| 
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ALL THE FINE YOUNG CANNIBALS 


In the course of a painfully neurotic 
journey in time and space All The Fine 
Young Cannibals weaves its sad, sick 
way from Dallas to New York and back. 
Along the route we are given copious 
doses of poverty and wealth, Puritanism 
and passion, alcoholism, attempted sui- 
cide, love and hate, all enacted to the ac- 
companiment of a jazz-oriented musical 
score. 

Most of the jazz is supplied by hand- 
some Robert Wagner playing an unhap- 
py, love-starved, but talented, Dallas 
trumpet player rebelling against his 
father’s treatment. He finds love almost 





Tragedy and jazz. 
right away in the person of lovely Natalie Wood, who is working her fingers to the 
bone caring for six brothers and sisters and writhing under the discipline of a poor, 
but proud and stern, father. 

The Wagner-Wood romance results in a pregnancy, but instead of marrying the 
guy, Natalie runs away to New York and marries rich, unstable George Hamilton, 
who believes the baby, when it is born, is his. Naturally, the original lovers meet 
in New York, but by this time Wagner has become a successful jazz trumpeter. 
Wagner meets the sister of the man his Texas girl had married and out of a desire 
to hurt the girl he really loves gets married. 

All comes out right in the end but not before ‘Vagner’s wife tries to kill herself 
and Natalie leaves her husband after telling him the truth about the baby. All 
The Fine Young Cannibals is notable for the presence in the cast of Pearl Bailey 
playing doomed Ruby Jones, a well- 
known blues singer who drinks herself 
to death because of a tragic love affair. 
Pearl backs Wagner with her money 
until he finds stardom, and he repays 
her with his love and loyalty even after 


her death. 


‘ELMER GANTRY’ 

The 1927 Sinclair Lewis novel “Elmer 
Gantry,” the saga of a lusting, adulter- 
ous, hypocritical clergyman which has 
been a controversial conversation piece 
for three decades, comes to the silver 
screen as a dramatic, powerful motion 
picture. Filled with daring scenes and 
suggestive dialogue, it is exciting, adult 
fare, starring Burt Lancaster as Gantry, 
and Jean Simmons as Psalm-singing Sister Sharon Falconer, a woman evangelist 
who has devout faith in her calling to save souls but is no match for the virile, flim- 
flammer Gantry, who is not averse to bending the truth, his elbow or a lady’s virtue. 

The film does not attack the church; it exposes those who misuse religion for 
profit and turn the solemnity of our church service into a revival circus. The result 
of Brooks’ license with the novel is a motion picture that holds you spellbound 
for nearly two and one-half hours. 





Soul-savers and sinners. 








TRUST YODORA 


Get the beauty-cream deodorant... 
fortified for protection you can trust. 
Yodora is smooth white... specially 
kind to normal 
delicate skin. 
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r Y CALLED HIM BIRD. A chubby, pot-bellied little man with 
' sad eyes, Charlie Parker came by his nickname honestly. 
id bird-like in his thoughts and actions, the late great alto saxo- 

s a madman to a few, a genius to many and a question mark 


climbing, always groping, always searching for new ways of 
ld things musically, Bird soared right up to that vague line 
nius and madness grapple before going their separate ways. 
his growth was stunted by personal weaknesses, he kept climbing. 
luring his brief flight a weird, harshly beautiful music. 
by aficionados as the greatest musician of the modern jazz age, 
a symphony of contradictions. He was gentle and lovable; yet 
iolent and destructive to himself. He dressed like an unmade 
his musical ideas were notable for their clarity and precision. 
.ever a teen-ager and a child by definition only; yet he never 
hild-like wonder that distinguishes the great creator from the 
talent. 
he was a man of the world. At 15, he was a heroin addict. At 20, 
iaster of his chosen instrument. At 26, he was a mental and 
wreck. At 30, he was a living legend. At 35, he was dead. 
torturing man, Parker had courted death for almost a decade. 
e life was derailed by his premature introduction to the lurid 
ity night life of the early thirties. Insecurity, anxiety, guilt and 
| fact of racial discrimination bore in on him like a fluffed note 
therwise perfect record. He never believed in himself; and, 
ing to his friends, he embraced “the needle” and the bottle to blot 
harsh reality of everyday life. As a result, his life, like his music, 
sctic brightness that consumed him. 
confidence in himself was shaken, too, by unjust criticism of his 
le was damned by many who confused the imitators with the 
Little men with an insufficient grasp of Bird’s ideas rent the 
harsh, incoherent sounds. Other men took unto themselves funny 
grew patches of hair on their chins and shouted nonsensical 
Finally, in the unkindest cut of all, Parker—the acknowledged 
of the modern jazz movement—was ignored when the national 
*s were passing out praise for “the new art.” Then, on the eve 
sath, critics, musicians and fans flip-flopped and returned to 


Did he play a truly new music, 
phisticated and highly literate— 
or was it merely a projection 


discord in a tortured mind? 
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pressive hands were famous, and t 


His ex-. 


man. 
with a blinding speed 


search of himself, Parker was a 
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ing him as a musical Moses 







| down the commandments of 
usic from a dark world they 
w nor understood. 

time, however, Parker was too 
t the hosannas. Fans patted 
back and called him a genius. 
sonal problems were so big, 
tions so massive, that he did 
| not and would not believe 


t on the musical world was, 
inestimable. There are few 
nstrumentalists who have not 
iced by what Parker said on 
Indeed Parker-phrases, pert 
turn up with amazing reg- 

V and radio commercials. 
ic Parker wrought had 
beautiful chord progressions 
| musicians to develop and 
and more interesting ideas. 
1eered in the use of unusual 
kips from one note to an- 
‘complex rhythmical forma- 
ed one erudite convert to call 
usic, “sophisticated, highly 

1 immensely cerebral.” 

a soloist, however, that 
hieved his greatest fame. His 
nasterpieces of form, abound- 


rich profusion of ideas and 
f sharp, clean notes that were 
the eloquent chunks of silence 
Parker trademark. Few peo- 
had the good fortune to hear 
person will ever forget it. He 
there, blowing, letting the need 
ess run out of him; then all 
n he would hunch his shoul- 
spew out long, delicately-con- 
ases with a facility that often 
tic screams from devotees. 





.ot a story of hard work and 
Born Charles Christopher 
in Kansas City, Bird devel- 
‘rest in music after hearing a 
lee record. At 11, he bought his 
hone. Three years later, he 
hool and decided to become 
mainly because it “seemed 
looked easy.” 
1ughed, however. when he 








A heroin addict at 15, Bird never was 


@ teen-ager, never grew up normally 





played his first solo. It was in a jam 
session at a club on 22nd and Vine. “I 
went home and cried,” Bird said, “and 
didn’t play again for three months.” 
Regaining his confidence, Charlie 
played with several local bands, then 
joined Jay McShann, whom he quit and 
rejoined a couple of times. After two 
weeks, Charlie quit and bummed his way 
to New York where he got a job in a 
chicken shack—as a dish washer. He 
quit this job a few months later, bummed 
around some more, then settled down to 
some serious musical puttering in a chili 
house in Harlem. Bored with the conven- 
tional music he heard about him, Charlie 
started experimenting with a guitar 
player during the latter part of 1939. “I 
kept thinking,” he recalled, “there’s 
bound to be something else. I could hear 
it sometimes, but I couldn’t play it.” 
Gradually. Charlie put together the 


A reflective artist, Parker was never satis- 
fied with his music. His widow said of him, 
“He had no hobbies. Music was his life” 


ideas that were forming in his mind. 
Later, as a member of Earl Hines’ or- 
chestra, he jammed with Dizzy Gillespie, 
Theolonius Monk and Kenny Clarke, 
who also contributed to the new music. 
“The whole school used to listen to what 
Bird would play,” said Billy Eckstein, 
who led the first big bop band. “He was 
so spontaneous that things which ran out 
of his mind—which he didn’t think were 
anything—were classics.” 

Despite increasing professional recog- 
nition, Bird was still a man in flight 
from himself. He was still riding “the 
horse (heroin),” as the saying goes. 
Drained by the mental strain of crea- 
tion, tossed about on the angry winds 
of criticism, he found in dope the men- 
tal peace and contentment that he could 
not find in himself. 

Driving himself, playing as if he were 
possessed by some demon, Bird created 
in the middle forties some of the endur- 
ing masterpieces of the modern jazz age. 
He composed classics like Yardbird 
Suite and recorded the alto saxophone 
masterpiece, Ko-Ko. His talent and stat- 
ure were reflected in the Esquire, Down 
Beat and Metronome polls. 




















intense concentration that propelled him. 


Alternating between periods of hero- 
induced buoyancy and body-wracking 
days of cold reality, Parker was peril- 
ously close to a nervous breakdown. The 
breakdown, a legendary explosion in 
jazz history, came in 1946 in Los 
Angeles. During this period, he was 
playing in a combo with Dizzy Gillespie 
at a local club, where the fans were open- 
ly hostile. Broke and poorly clothed, he 
played infrequently and on some nights 
not at all. Craving for dope wracked his 
body; he was alternately hot, then ice 
cold. He developed violent tics. 

Burnt out mentally and physically, he 
was walking a tight rope that snapped 
one night at a recording session. His 
body jerking and twitching uncontrolla- 
bly, Parker shuffled into the studio, a 
mere shell of a man. Although he could 
barely hold his horn, the record he 
made that night became one of the most 
controversial in the history of recorded 
music. The record was Lover Man and 
Parker hated it until his death. 

After a slow piano introduction and 
an electric pause that screams with ten- 
sion, Parker entered on jerky phrases of 
the melody, some two bars late, his tone 


Lost in his music, Charlie Parker shows 


At left is fellow musician, Miles Davis 






























unsteady, his ideas indefinite. He com- 
pleted two records before he collapsed. 
He was taken to Camarillo State Hos- 
pital where he remained for 
months. 

The events that preceded the record- 
ing session were detailed in a short 


seven 


story, Sparrow’s Last Jump, which won 
an O’Henry Memorial Award in 1948. 
The thinly-disguised central character, 
of course, was Bird. But it was not 
Bird’s “last jump.” He bounced back, 
impudent and brilliant as ever, record- 
ing as a memento of his hospital days, 
Relaxing At Camarillo. 

After his return to the cafe and re- 
cording circuit, Parker struggled val- 
iantly with the habits that threatened to 
destroy him. He married a_long- 
stemmed Chicago brunette, Doris Syd- 
nor, made a big splash in the pop field 
with the memorable “Parker With 
Strings” albums and talked persuasively 
on the new directions he thought jazz 
should take. 

He felt, for example, that jazz should 
aim at the formal clarity of “serious” 
retaining warmth and 


music while 


spontaneity. Still searching for better 





ways of saying things, he devoured the 
words of Stravinsky, Debussy, Schoen- 
berg. Shostakovitch and Hindermith. 
He spoke often of a desire to make a 
record, incorporating some of the 
devices Hindermith used in his Kleine 
Kammermusik group. 

These things, however, were not to 
be. His life had been proscribed, laid 
out from the moment the first needle 
plunged into his flesh. He slipped into 
his old habits. He was late for many 
jobs and oftentimes failed to show up 
at all. He found it increasingly difficult 
to find a job, though the musical world 
was saying, “Bird is the greatest ever.” 

“He had so many pressures on him,” 
his widow, Doris, said. “These pres- 
sures made him goof and then, because 
of his goofing, if he couldn’t get a job, 
he would just blow up. He was a genius; 
if he had taken the time, he could have 
done so many things.” 

Toward the end, however, Parker 
gave up all hope, his friends said. Odd- 
ly enough, his last, tragic months be- 
gan and ended at Birdland, the New 
York jazz factory that was named for 
him. While performing there last Sep- 
tember, Parker created a scene that 
shocked his followers. Ashamed of him- 
self and spiritually blown out by vices 
that had taken hold of him and would 
not let’ go, he staggered home and 
drank iodine. He was rushed to Belle- 
vue hospital, however, where he was 
revived. 

A psychiatrist at the hospital took an 
interest in his case and Bird rallied 
briefly. He rented a place in New Hope, 
Pa., a few hours from New York, and 
commuted to the hospital for psychi- 
atric treatment. There followed a long, 
cruel period in which the Bird of 
Genius struggled with his other self, the 
Bird of Habit. 

The Bird of Genius did not win. The 
frustrations, the hate and the need, the 
habits of a lifetime were too strong to 
be denied. These things and many others 
drove him against the wall of himself, 
where he found no answers—only ques- 
tions. 

A week before he died, Bird returned 
to Birdland for a two-night stand. When 
he was announced, he refused to take the 
stand. After a tight, tense wait, he reluc- 
tantly walked to the bandstand, but 
started a loud, long argument over the 
tempos and the tunes. He played a few 
scattered (Continued on Page 69) 
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I had to choose between 
a community in need of 
guidance—or the right 


to be human, and love 








HIS is a story to which you must 

write the ending, for it is the story 
of a decision | must make: a decision | 
which will affect my life, the life of the 
person I love, and the lives of many 
persons who look to me for leadership. 

I do not know whether | am asking 


HUNG UN THE WOMAN | 


for help with this decision because | am 
so terribly anxious to do the right thing. 
or because | am too weak to make up 
my own mind. I have tried to make up 
my mind about it. I have thought about 
it for long hours. I have prayed about it. 

Perhaps you will say that | should 
have found the answer in my prayer. 
For after all, | am a minister, a man of 
God, and ministers are supposed to be a 
little closer to the voice of truth than 
others. I confess I do not know the right 
way. I confess that I need help in order 
to find it. 

I am the pastor of a thriving Negro 
church in the heart of New England. 
For five years I have been a respected 
and influential figure in the religious. 
civic and political life of my city. But. 
as I write this, all this influence and 
respect is threatened. Within the past 
few hours, the threat of disaster has 
closed in about me with the swift. terri- 
fying impact of a storm. I face the loss 
of my position, the loss of the love of 
my people, disgrace before the entire 
community, and, perhaps, the smashup 
of the love that made a new song tremble 
in my heart. 

As I write, sitting in the leather arm- 
chair behind my desk in the church 
study. I am conscious of the neat rows 
of beloved books, the eggshell-blue ceil- 
ing and the quiet grey walls, and | think 
of the many pleasant hours | have spent 
in this setting, writing sermons in the 
wee Sunday morning hours, holding con- 
fidential conferences with members, giv- 
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It seems I have broken a sort 
of eleventh commandment. I 
have violated some awful un- 
written law by falling in love 
with and wanting to marry 


a white woman 














ing advice to backsliders and making 
plans with my trustees for financial 
drives and special projects. 

These same trustees have just left my 
study. All of them are men who have 
been my friends, who have come to me 
in their hours of sorrow and uncertainty. 
| have christened and counselled and 
married their children. I have prayed at 
the deathbeds of their loved ones. 

But the trustees are no longer my 
friends. They came to my study this 
last time, not with smiles on their faces 
or hands outstretched in greeting as in 
days past, but instead they came in sol- 
emn unfriendliness, to sit in judgment 
upon me and my personal life and to 
pronounce a sentence. When they left 
my study, they had burdened me with 
one of the hardest decisions a human 
being has ever been called upon to make. 

No, I have not embezzled church 
funds, uttered sacrilegious words from 
the pulpit or been found guilty of some 
terrible immorality. It seems instead 
that | have broken a sort of eleventh 
commandment, one which I had not read 
in my Bible. It seems I have violated 
some awful, unwritten law by falling in 
love with and wanting to marry a white 
woman. 

My trustees have told me that I must 
give up one of my two loves—my pulpit 
or Anne, my English sweetheart. 

I want to tell you about both of these 
loves, because only by knowing how 





much each one means to me can you 
judge for yourself—and help me to 
judge... 

Many men make the claim of being 
called to preach. I cannot. | first sought 
a career in the ministry because it was 
a means to an end, the end being a com- 
fortable living. Actually, it was the de- 
sire of a well-to-do, religious aunt who 
started me on my way. She contributed 
hundreds of dollars yearly to the church 
and raised many hundreds more in its 
behalf. She gave me every comfort and 
luxury a growing boy could ask, and 
from the day my parents died in an auto 
crash, she envisioned for me a life in 
the service of the Lord. 

To please Aunt Ethel, as I grew up 
I enrolled in a theological school, studied 
diligently and ranked among the top 
students in my class. It was a grateful 
aunt who repaid my efforts with good 
clothes, a generous spending allowance 
and, during my sophomore year when I| 
had done especially well, a new automo- 
bile. 

But there was something of the hypo- 
critical in my life. Despite my upbring- 
ing and study, I could not honestly claim 
a deep and true religious faith. Indeed, 
I was as susceptible to the pleasures of 
the flesh as any man. I liked good clothes, 
a fast car, drinking, poker and girls. 
They were a part of a man’s way of life, 
I decided, as fascinated with them as any 
other college boy making this acquaint- 
ance for the first time. Gradually, | 
formed my own moral code: | would 
try to avoid over-indulgence, but I would 
not forsake the pleasures. And religion 
to me would be purely a profession, like 
any other. I would teach the word to 
those who wanted to believe, but 1 would 
do it with a “Don’t-do-as-I-do, do-as-I- 
say-do” attitude. 

Furthermore, | got a certain satisfac- 
tion out of being a regular guy. “That 
Stanley Gratton knows his onions in 
class, but he’s no religious square,” they 
said of me on campus. 

Life for me was pleasant and practi- 
cally effortless. 


i” WAS THE DAY before graduation 

that Aunt Ethel telephoned me in 
tears. 

“It’s gone,” she sobbed. “They’ve 
cheated me out of every cent.” 

It took her only a few minutes to tell 
me how a couple of lifelong friends who 
managed her beauty products business 


had systematically embezzled her money. 
She had just learned, to her horror, that 
she was not only broke, but in debt. 

The full impact of what she was saying 
took days to sink in. ] was coming out of 
college with no means of support. So for 
the first time I thought of the job possi- 
bilities of which all the divinity students 
had been told. The best opportunity of 
all, in that year 1943, seemed to have 
been in the Army’s need for chaplains. 
The idea appealed to me. By virtue of 
my degree, I could become an officer, 
commanding respect, drawing a decent 
salary, and free of expenses. 

So | enlisted, and Army training went 
as easily as college studies. Soon I was 
assigned to an all-Negro engineer unit at 
a southern camp, and here I began my 
first real work, listening to the problems 
and fears of the recruits who worried 
over relatives and sweethearts at home, 
or were frightened at the thought of fac- 
ing death in war. Handling requests for 
emergency furloughs when illness or 
death struck at home and holding Sun- 
day chapel services were part of the 
duties. 

But my life away from my work re- 
mained unchanged. I played poker with 
a selected few of the other officers, in- 
dulged my taste for Scotch whiskey, and 
managed to do a respectable share of the 
courting of the belles of New Orleans. 
All the while, I tried to tell myself that 
there was nothing wrong with my con- 
duct, for I did not engage in gambling 
brawls or drink to excess or conduct 
myself in open impropriety with women 
friends. 

Yet, there was something wrong, and 
the first dramatic bringing home of that 
fact to me came with a consultation ses- 
sion with a big, lazy, surly devil of a fel- 
low named Albert Newsome. The man 
was constantly under company punish- 
ment for disobeying orders, going “over 
the hill,” and fighting. He had just been 
in another scrape when a company ofh- 
cer brought him to me and asked me to 
try to reason with him. 

But Newsome was defiant as I gave 
him the usual “Holy Joe” speech on 
mending his ways. Finally, he inter- 
rupted me in a sneering tone. 

“Who do you think you’re kidding, 
Chaplain?” he demanded. “I know how 
you live it up as much as anybody else. 
Why is it all right for guys like you but 
all wrong for guys like me?” 
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Actually, there was no comparison be- 
tween my indulgences and Albert New- 
some’s complete disrespect for authority, 
but I was nevertheless jolted by this first 
direct accusation of being a hypocrite. 
Was it right for me to attempt to teach 
to men a religion that I did not honestly 
and completely feel? 


ie WAS a few days before Christmas 

when the regiment received shipment 
orders. We were alerted for removal to 
a camp in upstate New York, and we 
knew pretty well that shipment to Europe 
would follow. Fifteen days later, we were 
boarding the Queen Elizabeth. As the 
ship’s motors started humming beneath 
us and we left the proud Statue of Lib- 
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erty in the grey distance, | began to 
realize that there were going to be dan- 
gers ahead. 

There is nothing so powerful as fear 
to bind men together. Often, good comes 
out of such common fear, and the atti- 
tude of the men in my regiment im- 
pressed me. Many of those who never 
attended chapel before sought me out to 
talk about God, and the religious train- 
ing their parents had taught them. Often, 
when the rumor went around ship that 
we were racing out of the range of Ger- 
man subs, I saw the lips of GI’s moving 
in muttered prayer, and I began to ex- 
perience a feeling of kinship with the 
men that I had never felt before. 

All my preaching and counselling in 
the past had been done because it was 
my job to do. Now, I found myself leav- 
ing the comfort of my own quarters on 
the third deck, going down into the bot- 
tom of the ship where my men lay about 
in hammocks, jammed so close together 
that one man could reach out his hand 
and touch another’s face. I began spend- 
ing time with them; not preaching, but 
making friends, talking about home and 
the hopes all men in arms have for the 
future when peace will come. 

Standing on deck at night, as the ship 
swept silently through the blackness, 
never knowing whether the next minute 
would bring the slashing devastation of 


I had been uiinasid sii I was a pee 
in holy clothing, but with my love 


for Anne came a new honesty 


torpedoes through the inky waters, | 
think I faced, for the first time, the God 
in whose name I toiled. I began to won- 
der about the hypocrisy of the life I had 
been leading and I began to talk to God 
in my own mind and to question myself 
whether I had the strength and power to 
really become a good and wise servant; 
to give up the pleasures and passions 
which ruled me. 

This, however, was a mood which 
passed when we landed on the scenic 
coast of Scotland and once again felt our 
feet on solid earth. My brief period of 
repentance on the ship turned out to be 
like the frenzied promise one makes to 
go to the dentist while a toothache rav- 
ages the face. 
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A train took us to Northern England 
and the beauty of the quiet English coun- 
tryside, the quaintness of the homes and 
the people soon made me forget the fears 
which had assailed me aboard ship. Even 
when the skies of England burst into 
flame with American and British ack-ack 
fire repelling Nazi planes, the great white 
spotlights pouring across the heavens in 
search of the enemy; even as we 
crouched in bomb shelters, I didn’t feel 
a resurgence of troubled conscience. For 
once again we were living the good life. 

But the good life was marred by the 
cruelty of racial prejudice, for we soon 
learned that Southern American troops 
before us had spread much false propa- 
ganda about the black troops. Thus, the 
men of my regiment set out to win the 
hearts of the English, first through rosy- 
cheeked little tots in the streets who 
begged for sweets and chewing gum. Be- 
fore long, we and the English were 
friends. 

I was up to my usual standards in this 
respect. I had several English girls whom 
I took for long jeep rides and gave 
sugar, hams and other foods sneaked to 
me by company mess sergeants. Fre- 
quently there were dances and picnics. 
My spirits were high again, and I felt I 
was completely happy. I felt that way 
until I met Anne. 


A CAME to the post one Saturday 
afternoon and asked to see the spe- 
cial services officer, who happened to be 
away for the weekend. She was referred 
to me and, as she came into the office, 
I stared with unabashed admiration. She 
was petite, golden-haired, and her eyes 
were the bluest of blue. She had the air 
of a duchess and the voice of an angel. 
“Captain Gratton?” she inquired. 

I recovered myself swiftly, offering her 
a chair. 

“I’m sorry to burst in on you like 
this,” she said, “but I live nearby and— 
well, I know how you men must feel be- 
ing so far from home. Some friends and 
I wanted to invite fifteen or twenty in for 
tea and a small party tomorrow eve- 
ning.” 

“I’m sure I can find the men for you,” 
I answered. “And this is a very blessed 
thing you are doing.” 

She smiled that devastating smile of 
hers and wrote down the address and 
handed it to me. “About seven, then,” 
she said, “and you'll be sure to come, 
of course.” 

“Of course,” I answered. 

After she left, the delicate scent of her 
clung to the room, and the memory of 
her ocean-blue eyes remained with me. 
That very night I had a date to meet 
Constance, a buxom, flaxen-haired girl 
from one of the nearby farms. I had 
been looking forward to the date, but 
now Anne had happened to me. | told 
myself I was acting like a schoolboy, but 
it seemed that the name of Anne was 
music, as much music as the delicate 
aristocracy of her voice. When I slept 
that night, after bypassing my date with 
Constance, I dreamed of that voice, of 
those clear eyes which had disturbed 
me deep inside. 

The next day, I found that sleep hadn’t 
taken Anne off my mind. I was in as 
much of a ferment about the forthcom- 
ing party as were the twenty GI’s selected 
to attend with me. At seven that evening, 
we filed out of camp and down the lane 
a mile or so to Anne’s home. It was a 
modest place, very neat, displaying that 
genteel denial which had come to most 
of England in the war years. Neverthe- 
less, it gave every evidence of quiet taste. 

A group of girls in their early twenties 
were sitting about the living room, 
dressed in bright colors and symbolizing 
a bouquet of charm. But the standout of 
them all—as (Continued on Page 70) 

17 














EEN-AGE 








' used to be a nice kid, but that 
only got me into trouble. Then I 
decided it was more fun to live fast, 


die young, and have a good time doing it 


oth hear NO good, Christine! You’re no good!” my 
mother screamed at me from the doorway of my bed- 
room. 

“Maybe I’m not,” I yelled back. “Maybe I’m just a teen- 
ige hellcat who’s going to live fast and die young and have 
a good time doing it. But I’m your daughter, remember!” 

[ can see it all now, as if it were only yesterday. And | 
emember other things, too: the glowing red coals in the old 

otbellied stove: the hurt and outraged look on mother’s 
face; the snarl on my stepfather’s lips, and the bewildered 
but trusting expressions of my small brother and sister. 

It’s funny how, after going through so much, your memory 
an find its way back along the trail, sharp and clear to the 
very beginning. Somebody once told me something about 
when you’re all grown up, you only remember mostly the 
sood things in your past because your mind has a kind way 

of shutting out the bad and disagreeable. My mind doesn’t 
work that way. Or maybe it’s just because my past is all 
bad. Maybe it was in me all the time, the things that made 
me end up where I am now. 






But I can remember back when everything was different. 






even me. Back when there was my father and mother and 
ny little brother, Freddie, and baby sister, Edie. I don’t 
recall ever not having enough of anything or wanting any- 


thing or ever being afraid. We didn’t have much really, not 














“You might as well be nice to your old man, too,” my step- 
father said, the odor of alcohol reeking through the room. 


Suddenly he lunged at me, his hand ripping my clothing... 











I didn’t know whether I could 
go through with it or not— 
the shabby office, the dirty 















































“operating room,” the pain 


TEEN-AGE 


Welt CAT! 


any more than we had later on except, i 
I guess, what they call the feeling of 
security. 

But one day, when I was seven years 
old, | came home from school and my 
mother was crying and there were a lot 
of people standing around and one or | 
two of them looked at me and they | 
started crying, too. They told me my 
father had gone away, and I would never 
see him again. 

All of his clothes and things were in 
the house just where they had always 
been, but he wouldn’t be coming back to 
use anything. It wasn’t until a while | 
later that I learned what had really hap- | 
pened. My father was working on one of 
the high arcs at the steel mills when 
somebody swung a piece of heavy ma- 
chinery the wrong way. He and another 
man were knocked off the arc into one of 
the vats of molten steel. There wasn’t | 
anything left of them for even a funeral. 

Father had enough insurance to keep 


up the payments on the old house, and ( 
mother went to work to buy groceries, so é 
at least we had a place to eat and sleep f 


and enough clothes to keep from being 


absolutely bare. But that was about all. h 
Still, it wasn’t bad. Mother and I were \ 
pals then, and I cooked and looked after k 
the kids and helped mother keep house. ii 
And when I needed a new coat or shoes j' 
and couldn’t have them, or when the al 
grocery money was a little short and we 
ate cornflakes for supper a couple of te 
days before mother’s payday or had ki 


mackerel on Sunday, I didn’t really 
mind. And there was always the warm 
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fire smouldering in the stove. I would lie in bed at night and 
watch the coals glow and feel warm and safe. 

A good girl? I was then. 

The change didn’t come until a long time after mother met 
Frank. I remember when I was ten and he started coming to 
the house taking mother out and sometimes he would come 
and just stay for dinner and talk and play with us kids. We 
thought he was pretty nice because sometimes he was aw- 
fully funny, especially when he had a drink or two. He was 
never drunk or anything like that, but just a little high. 
Mother liked him a lot, so I wasn’t surprised when they 
finally got married, although I was beginning to feel that she 
was too devoted to him and thought less of us kids, espe- 
cially me. 

But mother needed some fun after three long years of 
working and taking care of us, and Frank saw that she had 
plenty of good times before they were married. After they 
did marry, he was nice to us, for a while. 

They hadn’t been married too long before we all moved to 
another house, although it wasn’t much better than the old 
one, and mother quit working because she was going to have 


were both supposed to be at work and the kids were out 
playing when I came in from school. I saw a pile of dirty 
dishes in the sink and started to change into some old clothes 
to do them. I had just taken off my skirt and sweater and 
was standing in my slip when I suddenly became aware of 
somebody behind me. I don’t know if my stepfather made 
a noise or if it was the reeking odor of alcohol that came 
through to me, but suddenly I wheeled around and faced 
him. He was leering at me from the doorway, a crazed look 
in his eyes. 

“Well, look how my little girl has grown,” he muttered, 
reaching for me with one hand. I backed away quickly. 

“Now don’t play shy with me,” he snarled. “I know you’ve 
been hangin’ out late after school. For what? With some of 
them overgrown punks I see on the street? I know what 
they’re after. You might as well be nice to your old man, 
too.” 

My stepfather lunged at me then and although | tried to 
spin away, his right hand clung to my slip and the force of 


my swift movement caused the thin material to rip from my 
body. 


I was flattered when Charles asked me to be 
his model, but when I found out what he was doing 


with the pictures, all the pent-up rage inside 


me boiled over, and I felt murder in my heart 


another baby. Then other things began to happen. My step- 
father started ignoring us kids, or trying to when we weren't 
making too much racket. He got irritable, too, and snapped 
at mother. 

It was funny, watching my stepfather change from a 
happy, funny man into a failure who couldn't accept the 
responsibilities of supporting a big family. Oh, he seemed 
willing enough to give up his single life at first, but after- 
wards you could tell that he resented all us kids and expenses 
that came in the bargain. 

Little by little, he took more to drink, until mother finally 
had to go back to work after the baby, and in another two 
or three years, our house was filled with shouts and screams 
and despair and, finally, the thing I learned to hate most— 
fear. 

I began to stay late at school just to keep from coming 
home to the misery and hate that had swarmed over us. 
When I did that, my stepfather started accusing me of all 
kinds of things and telling my mother | needed a good beat- 
ing. When he wasn’t trying to get her to whip me, he would 
just look at me in a funny sort of way that made me ashamed 
and scared deep inside. 

I don’t know why I felt that way, but soon I didn’t want 
to be left alone in the house with my stepfather. I didn’t 
know why, but I was afraid I shouldn’t be. 

And then one afternoon, when | was fifteen, my fear was 
set off into heart-shearing terror. My mother and stepfather 


| screamed then, good and loud, and the sudden noise 
must have shocked him. He stood motionless for a moment, 
and in that split-second | instinctively shoved him away from 
me with both hands as hard as I could, sending him back- 
wards through my bedroom door. Drunk and reeling, he 
crashed back into the table in the kitchen outside, knocking 
over a chair and bringing a couple of pots down on his head. 

I could see he was stunned, and with tears streaming down 
my face, | grabbed up my clothes and dashed past his 
sprawled figure out the back door, dressing as | ran. 


i ees SHOCKED to know what to do and too afraid to go 

to neighbors for fear of what I might blurt out, I walked 
the crowded, slum-ridden streets of the neighborhood until 
after dark and I knew my mother was home. I wanted first 
to rush home and tell her what had happened, but I was 
afraid she wouldn’t believe me. She still loved my step- 
father, and it might be his word against mine if he decided 
to call me a liar. Then I was afraid how hurt my mother 
would be even if she did believe me. 

Confused, tired and frightened, 1 wandered along the 
streets as the hour grew later and the weather became chilly. 
Thoughtlessly, I began looking inside automobiles parked 
at curbs as | passed. Suddenly, and unexplainably, I hit 
upon an idea to get inside one. I must have tried the doors 
on two or three late model sedans before I found one left 
open. I crawled into the back seat (Continued on Page 56) 
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BURNED 
WOMAN 


1d’ been in love once, and the scars 


never healed. Now I wanted 


man to share my life again. I had 


the right to respectability and 


ppiness. | was a burned woman 


-AVE A HURRIED GLANCE out the window and 
illed to Mom, “Put on a clean apron, Mom. Dad is 
ng in with the preacher.” Then I dashed into my room 
smooth my hair and slip into a fresh gingham house 
Mom and I both knew how Dad was: proud and 
r and hard as nails. We felt his eyes raking us from 
| to foot every time we had company, and it was our 
bad luck if we weren’t as clean and neat as pins. He 
r found an excuse for us, Never. 
| zipped my dress about my slender body, surveying the 
in the mirror with some anxiety. Crisp, curling dark 
wide brown eyes, a proud sweet mouth. I turned 
lewise and my eyes deepened in anxiety. How long 
ild I stay slim as a sapling? I caught my breath in 
ted fear. 
Dad and the minister were in the front room. I heard 
n’s faltering voice and hurried in to give her what 
ral support I could. Mom was nervous when guests 
pped in. That was because Dad was so critical. 
[he Rev. Timothy Ware was complimenting Mom on 
bed of zinnias. “Like a scrap of rainbow tossed at 
ir gate,” he said. “I’ve never seen such a riot of color,” 
n he turned to speak to me. “How are you, Miss 
elch? Lisbeth, isn’t it?” I nodded and wished I didn’t 
ish so easily. Our minister was young and good look- 
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ing. He had a pretty wife and he lived 


near his church on the edge of Crest- 
more, a town of 5,000 people. On Sun- 
day afternoons he preached in the small 
church in our village, which huddled in 


a narrow fertile valley three miles north 
of Crestmore. 
[ enjoyed your sermon last Sunday, 


Reverend Ware,” I said. 

4 smile crinkled his face. “Thank you. 
I always like to preach a sermon about 
the Good Samaritan.” 

Someone chuckled from the rear door- 
way and we looked up and Greg King 
was standing there. He was a neighbor 
who lived with his ailing father on the 
farm north of us. His mother was dead 
and Greg often came over to ask house- 
keeping advice from Mom. We hadn’t 


heard him enter the back door and his 
eyes glinted in amusement at our sur- 
prise. “Good morning, sir,” he said to 
the minister. “So you like to talk to us 
hardened sinners about the Good Samar- 


were to be told about Lee and me. About 
our stolen hours together, hours that 
had led to my complete surrender to 
Lee’s wishes. I shuddered. Dad would 
kill me with his bare hands, choke the 
life from me. From the day I had been 
old enough to know male from female he 
had left no doubt in my mind how he felt 
about a girl’s behavior. There would be 
no loose women in his family, and his 
eyes would be like the sharp edge of a 
chisel as he made the remark. A steel 
chisel moving straight to me. 

Greg was speaking now, almost hur- 
riedly, as if to end the scene. He wanted 
Dad to help him in the orchard the fol- 
lowing day. “I’ve hired a couple of fel- 
lows to give me a hand but I need some- 
one to truck the fruit to the cannery. 
Thought you might help me a few days, 
Jim.” 

Dad nodded, said he would, and Greg 
turned to leave, then spoke to the min- 
ister. “If you are going my way and 


I had given Lee all that a woman could 


Give, He had taken it. taken everything, 


and now he was back asking for more 





itan, eh?” 
That’s right,” the minister chuckled. 
“That Biblical character set a good ex- 


ample for all the world to follow, includ- 
ing myself. I’m the kind of fellow who 
would like to practice what I preach 
too.” “Pll give you a chance the next 
time my old jalopy shows up with a flat 
a mile from home and you come riding 
by in that new convertible.” The min- 
ister’s chuckle deepened. It was plain he 
and Greg liked each other. He said, 
“Looks like we are in for an early win- 
ter. Snap in the air of mornings and the 


youngsters are leaving town, heading 
north to the university. The Craig boys 
left yesterday and Lee Wilson is going 
soon—will finish school in the east.” 

[ caught my breath and my eyes flew 
to Greg. He was looking straight at me 
and there was something strange and 
hidden in his expression, as if he knew! 
[ sank my teeth into my lip and my lids 
fell. How mistaken Reverend Ware was. 
Lee wasn’t going away to school, not 
now. We were in love and he wouldn’t 
leave me, not now. I glanced at my Dad 
and wondered what he would do if he 
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have time to stop, I’ll load your car with 
apples.” 

They went away together, and Dad, 
watching them go, said, “The minister 
is a fine fellow. So’s Greg.” 

I knew Dad wanted me to marry Greg, 
and I knew, too, that Greg was in love 
with me, but my heart had gone to Lee. 
I was crazy about him, but I didn’t dare 
let Dad know. Lee was from town and 
for some reason Dad hated town fellows. 
“City slickers,” he called them, and I 
knew Lee would have no chance with 
him for Lee lived in Crestmore, the son 
of a man in business there. Later I was 
to understand why Dad felt as he did, 
but at that time in my life I was com- 
pletely puzzled and extra cautious that 
my parents did not discover my secret 
meetings with Lee. 

I watched Greg and the minister as 
they climbed in their cars. Greg wasn’t 
handsome, but was well built and had an 
interesting dark face with direct brown 
eyes. I wet my lips with a nervous 
tongue. Greg knew my secret. There 
were two reasons now why Lee and | 
mu8t marry immediately. Two very defi- 


nite reasons that couldn’t be ignored. 

I glanced at the clock. I’d meet Lee 
at ten. Late for a girl to be out alone 
but Dad didn’t go to bed till nine, I had 
to wait till it was safe to leave the house. 
I would creep out my window, slip across 
the yard and through the gate that 
opened into the orchard. How well I 
knew every tree that cast its shadow 
across my way, friendly shadows that 
screened me on my way to meet my 
lover. 

Lee would be waiting in the plum 
thicket that grew beside the road across 
from my Dad’s orchard. He would be 
sitting there in his car, lights off, radio 
silent, just waiting—waiting for me. 

I had met Lee early that spring when 
I had gone into Crestmore and had 
stopped at the Wilson Drug Store to 
make a small purchase. As long as I 
lived | would never forget the way my 
heart pounded when the bronze young 
man behind the counter flashed me a 
smile and asked if he might serve me. 
1 could hardly remember what it was | 
had come for and my confusion had 
grown as he fixed his laughing eyes upon 
me. I had told him my name and where 
I lived before I left the store and he had 
grinned and said he might drive by my 
home someday soon. Alarmed, I had 
told him about Dad, and Lee had 
grinned. “We'll outsmart him, won’t 
we?” he said with a laugh. 

We had outsmarted Dad. No suspi- 
cions had been aroused save for the one 
time Dad had remarked that he had seen 
Lee’s car in the neighborhood when he 
came home from a lodge meeting. “Won- 
der what he’s doing in our neighbor- 
hood?” he had remarked, but neither 
Mom nor I had answered and Lee was 
careful that Dad didn’t see him again. 

Weeks passed and I met Lee regularly, 
slipping through the orchard to rush into 
his arms, his kisses sending my heart 
into wild rioting, listening to the call 
of love, to its demands. Using no cau- 
tion, having no fear, forgetting every- 
thing save that I worshipped him. 

I smiled as I thought how surprised 
Reverend Ware would be when he 
learned that Lee and I were married, that 
Lee wasn’t going away to school. I 
thought I'd tell Lee that night, I was 
positive now. I could almost feel the 
tenderness of his kiss when I whispered 
to him the news. Yes, the preacher would 
be surprised and so would my parents, 
but Greg wouldn’t. Grew knew. 
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Nine o’clock and Dad went to bed. I 
went to my room and after a few minutes 
I heard Mom lock the back screen door 
and putter off to the room she and Dad 
shared. The house was quiet—that thick 
pulsing quiet I needed, and I was slid- 
ing open my window, climbing out into 
the darkness of the back yard. My dog, 
Cappie, bounded to meet me, his bushy 
tail wagging. He had become accus- 
tomed to my leaving the house at night, 
always accompanied me. | patted his 
head, whispered, “Quiet, Cappie.” 

I took the path that led directly west. 
A moon hung in the eastern sky behind 
me, spreading its magic over the sleep- 
ing orchard, spattering my path with sil- 
ver light. From some hidden place a 
screech owl sent out a quivering pathetic 
cry. It gave me a lonely frightened feel- 
ing. I quickened my steps, reaching the 
dirt road that separated the orchard 
from the plum thicket. My eyes searched 
the darkness. No car was parked in the 
shadows. Lee was late. 

It had happened before, on two or 
three occasions. I moved into deeper 
shadows and sat down on a wide flat 
rock. Cappie stood beside me, his rough 
body shedding warmth and a doggy 
smell. At times his wet tongue reached 
out to touch my cheek. I wound an arm 
about him. I’d miss him when Lee and 
I were married and had moved into 
town. 

The minutes dragged, the moon was 
higher now, obscured at times by drift- 
ing clouds. The cry of the little night 
owl continued, persistent and plaintive. 
My eyes didn’t move from the paved 
highway into which the dirt road opened 
and down which Lee would come. He 
wouldn’t be much longer—he couldn’t 
be. He knew I was waiting alone in the 
darkness. 

I was cold, miserably cold. My body 
ached. My hair was damp against my 
cheek. I huddled closer to Cappie. 

It was one o'clock when I returned to 
my room, my heart a lump of lead in my 
breast. A vague nameless fear filled me. 
I tried to push it aside but couldn’t. 


ORNING CAME and I found an ex- 
cuse for Lee’s failure to meet me. 

A woman can always find an excuse when 
the man she loves fails her. Something 
unforeseen had arisen, and Lee dared not 
telephone me—we had agreed upon that. 
There was always danger of Dad’s be- 
ing in the house. And I couldn’t call Lee. 











There was a toll charge to Crestmore. 
Dad could trace it when he paid the tele- 
phone bill. There was nothing to do but 
wait; to slip out again the following 
night; to hurry through the orchard to 
the plum thicket. 

Again I waited in vain, blind terror 
clutching at me now, my knees weak as | 
stood in the shadows. What was keeping 
Lee? How cold the night was, and how 
frightened I was—not of the dark that 
hid me, but filled with a nameless para- 
lyzing fear that strikes at the heart of a 
girl whose surrender to the man she loves 
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has been complete, and who finds herself 
suddenly alone. 

I went home with dragging feet. I had 
to see Lee, that was definite. I’d have to 
go to Crestmore, have to find a way to 
see him. 

I waited the next day till Dad had 
gone to Greg’s place, then I dressed hur- 
riedly and walked to the paved highway 
where I caught a bus into town. There 
was a sick feeling inside me as I entered 
the drug store. My palms were wet with 
I was so frightened the place 


Lee’s father 


sweat. 
seemed entirely strange. 











came to meet me, smiling pleasantly. He 
wore a white jacket and his face was 
flushed from recent shaving. A nice smell 
of cologne drifted to me, the same fra- 
grance Lee used. Mr. Wilson spoke 
pleasantly, “May I help you?” 

“Lee,” I said, trying to keep my voice 
even. “I’d like to .. . to speak with 
him, if you please.” 

“Lee, my son?” 

“Yes, please.” 

“Why, my dear young lady, Lee left 
yesterday for St. Louis, then on to—” 

He hesitated, his lids tightening. 


Greg reached out, drew me 
to him and his lips were 
against my mouth. I made 
no effort to repulse him. 
His arms were balm to my 
sad and wounded heart 


Something tragic about my face must 
have warned him. “Then on to a school 
in the east where he will study the com- 
ing semester.” 

The bottles on the shelves behind him 
danced in front of my eyes. My hand 
went out, clutched the counter. Mr. Wil- 
son said, “Lee will be away until the 
Christmas holidays. Until then—” 

He went on speaking but I couldn’t 
hear him. I thought for a moment I 
would faint, or cry out in distress. My 
fingers tightened on the curved edge of 
the counter. (Continued on Page 60) 
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A label on a bottle tells you if it contains 


poison. A road sign cautions you of danger 


ahead. But nobody really warns you about 


Didn't 
Know 

About 
Girls 


girls—not the things a fellow needs to know 


i ivanengy OUGHT to be something to 

warn a guy about girls. Maybe big 
square and round and eight-cornered and 
diamond-shaped signs, like they have 
along the highway to tell you to slow 
down or stop or watch out for trains— 
or beware of dangerous curves ahead. 
Those dangerous curves, that’s what a 
guy has to look out for. 

Something ought to warn a guy, the 
right way I mean. Oh sure, you hear all 
about the good life in Sunday School, 
and maybe you’ve got an old man railing 
at you all the time about “Be careful,” 
and “Don’t bring disgrace upon this 
house” and all that kind of jazz. But 
what a guy really needs is somebody to 
sit down and talk to him, man to man- 
like. You know, tell him all the little 
tricks girls use on boys. 

If somebody had told me, | wouldn’t 
have gotten into this awful mess. 

Oh, I thought I knew a few things, 
sure. A guy doesn’t live in this big, wide 
world for seventeen long years and not 
learn anything. Sure I knew there was 
a difference between boys and girls. The 
old “sticks and snails and puppy dog 
tails,” and “sugar and spice and every- 
thing nice” difference, remember? And 
I had heard about Adam and Eve and 
the Garden of Eden and the serpent and 
the apple, too. But if anybody had told 
me that I, ole George Henderson. was 
dumb like Adam, or that cute little 
Marilyn Standish was another Eve, or 
that a dusty old sofa in a damp base- 
ment could be like the Garden of Eden, 
or that the legendary apple was really— 
well, how can a guy figure out all those 
things for himself? Especially when 
everything happens so fast. 

Maybe I’d better go back to the be- 
ginning. It'll make more sense that way: 

In the first place, I had never been 
too interested in girls. I mean, when I 
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was a little kid and all, and me and some 
of the fellows would be digging for 
worms and catching bugs and things, 
all the silly girls would do is run and 
scream and talk about playing doll house 
and all that kind of juvenile stuff. They 
didn’t want to wade for crawfish or seine 
up tadpoles after a big rain or anything. 
So what good were girls? 


Of course, when I got a little older | 
began to notice that girls were starting 
to look different, bulging out in funny 
places under their dresses. Naturally, 
none of them were looking like some of 


those magazine pictures I’ve seen of 
Eartha Kitt or Dorothy Dandridge in 
those tight gowns. I mean, I didn’t see 
how they could ever make a girl to look 


like that. But then, I had more important 
things on my mind than girls; things like 
football and baseball and the track team. 
Real, honest-to-goodness important stuff 
like that. 

Besides, my old man had given me to 
understand that girls were the work of 
the very devil himself, all full of evil and 
everything. I (Continued on Page 66) 
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Vic was wondering again — wonder- 


ing if I really loved him as he loved 


me. He had every reason to wonder 








“a 





The terrible secret I had learned 
at 14 had remained to haunt me 


on my wedding night 


bas CAME striding out the bathroom. His clear, brown 

skin was glowing with the boyish flush he always had 
whenever he was excited or just after he had scrubbed his 
face hard. He looked so appealingly boyish in those ridic- 
ulous red and gray pajamas I’d bought on an impulse last 
Christmas. What a handsome husband I had, I thought as 
he stood, back to me, facing the mirror, sort of inspecting 
himself just before he turned out the light. 

I heard the switch snapping the room into blackness and 
the bed protested as he swung into it and reached over to hold 
me in his arms. I lay, trembling, the old, fearful emotion 
building back up inside of me like water seeping into a newly- 
dug ditch. Vic’s lips were warm on my ear, his arms tighten- 
ing about me. Tightening—like a cunning trap. 

I tried not to do it. I tried with all my heart and soul. 
But it wasn’t any good trying. I just had to let loose, just 
lost control. I screamed. It was only a small scream, but it 
sounded piercing and terrible in the dark intimacy in our 
bedroom. 

The loving arms went limp. There was a poignant pause. 
Then Vic switched on the bed lamp and sat up, looking down 
at me with grave eyes. 

“You haven’t done that in a long time, sweetheart.” he 
told me tenderly. There was a world of care in his eyes—a 
world of concern. All the same. I could see the shadows 
coming back into them. The shadows of reproach and doubt. 
Vic was wondering again, wondering if I really loved him 
as he loved me, completely and intensely. He had every 
reason to wonder. 


I was sobbing hard. The broken words which I had re- 


CHILD 
VIOLENCE 




















How could I melt in the arms of any 


man and give him my love? 


How could I give myself to him, all 


the way, knowing what had 


happened to Mother that night .. . 


hearsed silently now for several days 
ame forth. 
It’s not working, Vic,” I told him. 
No matter what we do to pretend it’s 
working, it’s not. I want to go away, 
larling. Oh, not for good—just to think 
just for a while. I want to go stay 
with Mother. Maybe we just need a little 
m to think in, both of us. Maybe 
re crowding each other.” 
The edge of harshness crept into Vic’s 


You think that’s the way to solve it, 
Jean?” he asked. 
Mother?” 

The old suspicion came back that, al- 
though he adored her and she him, sub- 
nsciously Vic resented my mother and 
amed her secretly because of the tragic 


“Running home to 


insufficiencies in our marriage. 

‘Just trust me, darling,” I whispered. 
Let me try to work it out my way.” 
ecretly, | feared there would be no 
vorking it out, and I was afraid my fear 
howed in my face. 

He stared down at me for a long, long 
inute. 

‘All right,” he agreed. “We'll try it 
your way. 

[hat was only last night. Lying here 

Mother’s house, curled up in my bed 
n the same room where I grew up and 

played tea-party with small friends of 

y childhood, I was thinknig about that 
scene. It hasn’t left my mind since this 

ning when Vic took me to the sta- 
tion, kissed me tenderly and held me 
iefly but oh so meaningful in his arms. 
ome back to me. I can’t lose you,” 


his embrace had said more plainly than 


vords. 
Be sweet and write, sweetheart” was 
hat he had said actually. 


3() 





Then, with leaden steps, | boarded the 
train for home. 

It had been a relief to get back to the 
old, comforting homestead. Maybe I 
should never have left. Oh, I loved Vic. 
If he only knew how much. The trouble 
was—and I seemed to have known it 
from the beginning—that there was 
something in the way, a dark and sinister 
and secret something locked up inside 
me, moving like a pale ghost across my 
heart. A something I couldn’t tell any- 
one—not Vic, not even Mother. 

Mother! How happy she had been to 
see me! Then, how sorrowful she had 
looked for a minute, almost as if she 
knew that things were going wrong with 
Vic and me. Mom had always been able 
to figure me out. That is, she always 
had been able to figure me out until the 
day I became fourteen—the day I grew 
as old as time, the day I found out about 
Mother and about me... . 

I remember being jealous of other 
kids at school—kids who had fathers. 
Like most jealousies, it was a foolish 
one, but real nonetheless. 

To me, there seemed nothing more 
wonderful than having a father to talk 
about, to brag about; a father who some- 
times unexpectedly appeared in his car 
to give you and your girl friends a lift 
A father who the other kids 


” 


home. 
would tell you was “so good looking. 
A father to take you places like the 
movies and the circus, to give you things 
that your Mother said you couldn’t have. 
Silly things you shouldn’t have. 

I was always swiftly ashamed of this 
jealousy. It was unfair. No mother 
could love a daughter any more than 
mine loved me. Fiercely, | realized that 


her love added up to more than any ordi- 





nary mother and father combined could 
give me. And, after all, it wasn’t as 
though my father hadn’t been a perfectly 
wonderful man. If he had lived, he cer- 
tainly would have attracted the admira- 
tion of my little friends. The large pic- 
ture of him which hung on the wall of 
my room, just opposite my bed, con- 
firmed that. He had such a direct and 
friendly look. How he would have loved 
me. How I would have loved him. | 
supposed there must have been a good 
reason why God had to take him away 
before he could even hold me in his 
arms once. 

Mother had told me the story. She 
had told how they had met at a church 
picnic. They had become engaged im- 
mediately. But it was a secret engage- 
ment because no one would have under- 
stood or approved. When Mother was 
just about to graduate, they had run 
away from home and married. Those 
were the happiest days Mother had 
known. I could tell as she softly repeated 
the story whenever | felt lonely and 
wanted to hear talk of my father. After 
the first time she told me, I had vowed 
never to ask to hear it again. For Mom’s 
eyes held a darkness when she reached 
the sad, sad part. How unbelievably 
happy they had been when they found 
out there was going to be a child. How 
my father had treated her like she was 
a china doll, worried over her, called 
her every day from work. Then the time 
had come for Mom to go to the hospital. 
She had been worried about how wor- 
ried about her he would be. She had 
awakened out of the troubled sleep of 
childbirth to find herself a mother—and 
a widow. 

While rushing to the hospital when he 
was informed the birth was taking place, 
my father had been killed in a freak 
automobile accident. 

It was such a sweet, sad, story. I cried 
almost to hysteria the first time Mother 
told me. And, like I said, | made up 
my mind never to force her to re-live 
it in spoken memories. Mom sensed the 
way | felt. She knew that my yearning 
for the father I’d never seen was a very 
vivid yearning. She had put her arm 
around me and whispered. 

“Any time you want to hear about 
your father again, come to me and we'll 
talk about him. It doesn’t make me feel 
badly, Jean. It happened a long time ago 
and | thought I’d never want to talk 


about it. But that was before I had 
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learned that loving you could make up 
for his being gone. I have only lovely 
memories of him, Jean. I’ll share them 
with you, over and over again if you’d 
like, just like we share everything else.” 


WAS nine then. Every once in a 

while, I'd go back to Mom and ask 
her to tell me the story. She always did. 
Somehow, hearing it so often made me 
feel as though I had known my father. 

The day | got to be fourteen—the 
day the terrible blow came—I’d been 
thinking very hard about him. It was 
a Saturday and Mother had closed up 
her tiny, busy dress shop early that day 
because we always celebrated my birth- 
day. The celebration this time took the 
form of a trip to a really big movie, not 
the small neighborhood houses I was 
accustomed to. It was so awfully so- 
phisticated, having dinner in a restau- 
rant where the menus were so big that 
I couldn’t see over mine. It was great 
fun. Of course, we both knew that my 
bubbly, pink drink in the turned-up, 
long-stemmed glass was different from 
the clear drink Mother had in front of 
her. But it was delicious make-believe 
and the dinner was scrumptious. There 
was the added luxury of a taxicab home 
and, to top it all off delightfully, the new. 
pearl-gray typewriter waiting for me on 
my homework desk; Mother’s gift to me. 

I] was so happy and | wondered why 
being so happy made you cry. Mother 
and | sat up late in her room, talking, 
just talking about everything we could 
think of. I guess we were just trying 
to keep the wonderful time from being 
over. Mother had given me such a great 
birthday. Yet, the old yearning was com- 
ing back to me. If my father had been 
with us today. . . . 

] had the sudden fear that | was be- 
ing ungrateful. I reached up to put my 
arm around Mom’s neck. 

“You're the most wonderful mother of 
all,” 1 said. “I love you, love you, love 
you.” 

I] was so glad I had made the impul- 
sive confession. Mother’s eyes were sud- 
denly wet with happy tears. 

Perhaps, if it hadn’t been for two 
coincidences which took place that night. 
I might never have made the discovery 
which profoundly affected the rest of my 
life. The first coincidence was the phone 
call which came almost at midnight. 
Mrs. Ann Abbott, Mom’s assistant in the 
dress shop, had suffered a terrible attack 


of acute indigestion. The doctor had 
been to see her and suggested that she 
get someone to spend the night with her. 
She had no relatives in town and very 
few friends. Mother, of course, agreed 
to go. 

“I’m sorry to have to leave you alone 
tonight. especially on your birthday. 
dear,” she told me. “But, honestly, birth- 
day or not, you should be getting to 
bed.” 

I assured her | didn’t mind. | hated 
to stay in the house alone but after all. 
Mrs. Abbott was a sweet old lady and 
she did need help. The second coinci- 
dence was my unaccountable but deter- 
mined decision not to sleep in my own 
bed. I told Mother I’d sleep in. her 
room. 

“Then I won’t be so lonely,” I ex- 
plained. 

She shot me a slightly puzzled look 
but Mom usually went along with my 
ideas even if they seemed strange to her. 

Mom left. I got into my pajamas and 
got into bed, switching on the small ra- 
dio on the night table. I didn’t dare 
turn out all the lights. To tell the truth, 
I was scared. I had never spent the 
night alone before. I laughed at my 
silly self for being afraid. The way not 
to be afraid. | reasoned, was to find 
something more interesting to do than 
listening to the radio, something to keep 
my mind absorbed until I got sleepy. 


GOT OUT of bed and went to Mom’s 

tiny bookcase in the opposite corner 
of the room. I realized how strange it 
was that, with my love for books, I had 
never investigated her’ tiny library. | 
guessed that I had always assumed her 
books would be too grown-up or so- 
























phisticated for me. 

To my surprise, | found the two small 
glass doors of the bookcase were locked. 
I was about to give up the idea when | 
remembered a jewel box in Mom’s 
dresser drawer in which she kept an as- 
sortment of keys. Sure enough, after 
some experimenting, I discovered a key 
which unlocked the bookcase. 

Most of the titles seemed uninterest- 
ing to me. I finally settled on a book of 
poetry by Edna St. Vincent Millay. We 
had learned one of her poems in school 
and I had found it delightful. I was 
about to lock the bookcase when | was 
attracted to a thick, leather-bound book. 
marked “diary.” I gasped. Could it be 
Mother’s personal diary? I was certain 
it couldn't. 
kept one, I was sure. 

I knew I had no right even touching 
anything so sacred as a diary, but | 
couldn’t resist the temptation. Carefully, 
I took the old book out and sank down 
into a chair. I was divided between thrill 
and self-reproach as I began reading 
from the first page. It was Mom’s diary. 
kept way back in the days of her early 
teens. With every page I turned, | told 
myself I must not continue reading my 
mother’s secrets. But I was fascinated 
almost beyond words. I'd often won- 
dered about the experiences she had 


I would have known if she 


gone through as a girl. She’d told me 
many things but the words I read in the 
diary—words she had written to her 
own inner-self—made pictures of her go 
through my mind with color and delight. 

Soon I had become so involved in the 
diary that I knew I couldn’t put it down 
until I had read every word. I tried to 
reassure myself by vowing that I would 
admit to Mother (Continued on Page 51) 
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4 LL HIS LIFE Dickie Wells wanted 
S to be “Mr. Big.” And all his life 
as. Harlem has never seen and prob- 
never will see anyone again like this 
neat, leather-brown, racy-looking 

ict of the Roaring 20’s who became 
lous on two continents as a playboy 

| lover. “The Crown Prince Of Har- 
as he might aptly be called, lived 

y to the age of 42—a life of rubbing 
ws with millionaires and their wives, 
msorting with gangland’s toughest 
pedoes, of winning the love of some 
merica’s most glamorous women. To 


nd he was still “Mr. Big.” 


CROWN 


“When you've lived as Dickie did,” 
intoned the Rev. C. Y. Trigg, pastor of 
Harlem’s Salem M.E. Church, at his fu- 
neral in 1949, “life owes you nothing.” 

Nobody who knew Richard Beverly 
Wells and his colorful, hectic, lusty ca- 
reer would dispute that. For Dickie to 
the end belonged to the bright lights of 
Broadway, the boulevards of Paris and 
to the honky-tonks, blind pigs, gambling 
joints and general “hi-de-ho” of Har- 
lem. 

He was still a boy when he decided 
he wanted to be “Mr. Big” —big like the 
millionaires and their mistresses whom 


Sitting in the old Club Ebony on Broadway, Dickie Wells is joined by Stan Kenton, 
Martha Raye, and Mel Torme. Ebony was first Negro-owned night club on Broadway 


PRINCE 


he met early in his career. To be big 
he sought and bartered affection rather 
than the crime-creased greenbacks of the 
life with which he was identified. He 
made a habit of picking up the checks 
in his nightclub and elsewhere of his 
wealthy white patrons, most of whom he 
loudly called “my friend” or “my pal,” 
and the checks frequently totaled as 
much as $1,000 per bite. He wore ex- 
pensive clothes, acted like a rich man, 
although he was not. He owned big black 
limousines with liveried chauffeurs. He 
summered on the Riviera or in Bermuda, 
always accompanied by some beautiful. 

















Dickie Wells (right) worked with both Billie Holiday and her manager John Levy 
when Club Ebony was in its heyday. Dickie was unofficial host at the club. 


if not wealthy woman, his whim of the 
moment. He frequented the race tracks, 
but proved himself a dud as a gambler, 
losing more than he ever hoped to win. 
Women loved him, sought him out, ac- 
tually chased him down and the evidence 
is that Dickie seldom ran too fast, espe- 
cially if the huntress was a tall, statu- 
esque blonde. 

Wells was born in Harlem on Febru- 
ary 5, 1907. He attended Harlem’s fa- 
mous Public School No. 89, incubator 
of many fabulous characters like Thomas 
(Fats) Waller, a schoolmate of Wells, 
and Ralph Cooper, the movie actor, 


comedian and disk jockey. As a kid, 
Wells grew up in West 133rd Street, 
around the St. Phillips Protestant Epis- 
copal Church of which the Reverend 
Shelton Hale Bishop is rector. He won 
early renown there and at P.S. 89 as a 
schoolboy basketball star. Like many 
of his cronies, he picked up dancing on 
the sidewalks. 

The Charleston dance craze was sweep- 
ing the nation and in 1923, Wells and 
his bosom pal, Jimmy Mordecai, won a 
Charleston contest at the Roosevelt 
Theatre in Harlem and decided it time 


to quit school and make some money. 


Wells was attending Stuyvesant High 
and Mordecai was at DeWitt Clinton at 
the time. Previously, Dickie had been 
dancing for a couple of bucks and the 
applause he loved so well between bas- 
ketball game halves at the Renaissance 
Casino. Dickie, the late Earl (Snake- 
hips) Tucker, Ralph Cooper and Eddie 
Rector were familiar sights on the Ren- 
aissance floor on Sunday nights. 

The noted composer of such hit songs 
as Sweet Georgia Brown and Them There 
Eyes, Maceo Pinkard, saw the team of 
Wells and Mordecai dance one night and 
sent them down to see the late Leonard 
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Connie Immerman. and in 


Harper, one of the immortal producers 
f Negro shows. Following a successful 
udition, Harper moved the pair into his 


y Connie’s Inn revue. The team next 
ight on with the Billy King Minstrels, 
eatest show of the day, then playing 
e Lafayette Theatre. Later the dancers 
idded Fats Waller to the act under the 
e of Tom, Dick and Harry. 
It was in 1925 that Dickie Wells got 
rried to the only woman who was suc- 
‘ful in getting him before a preacher 
he was Mae Fortune, a Negro girl, 
from whom he was shortly after es- 


moved into the gaudy, gay goal of all 
Negro singers, comedians, dancers, mu- 
sicians and performers, the ultra-glam- 
orous, nightlife capital of the world, the 
Cotton Club. The act was accepted with 
open arms. The town went wild over it, 
especially in light of the amazing tri- 
umphs it had chalked up in Europe. 
There the dancers had been acclaimed so 
enthusiastically that they gave command 
performances for the King and Queen of 
England as well as performances for the 
crowned heads of other countries. Ed- 
ward, Duke of Windsor, considered the 


Dickie Wells lived and died as “Mr. Big,” 


always a close friend of gangsters and 


millionaires, a lover of glamorous women 


tranged. Mae Fortune Wells and Sybil 
Lewis, a freckled, tan beauty from San 
Francisco, who came into his life around 
47, were the only colored women who 
ld or did get close to Wells. 
By now, Dickie Wells was shaping in 
isy, calculating mind the things he 
t wanted to do and to get out of life. 
When the team, as Dickie and Jimmy, 
| at the famed Club Rlab on 44th 


treet off Broadway, it was so sensa- 


il it was held over for months. It 
was here that Dickie started making use 
f his amazing and uncanny ability to 
ike friends. It paid off as he began 
: lifetime round of gladhanding million- 
producers, showmen, bootleggers, 
umnists, jockeys, politicians, gang- 
- policemen and polo players. This 
was to be his playground—the gaudy 
right clubs of Broadway, the theatrical 
rialto of the Great White Way, the homes 
illionaires, the clubs where they 
amboled and relaxed. It was a bold 
11 but Dickie never wavered. 


VY HEN WELLS and Mordecai were 
playing the Club Rlab they were 
tantly on the lookout for new ways 
proving their work. They had ap- 
iched the sensational Ernest Taylor, 
half of the impressively popular Two 
Black Dots of RKO and Pantages Circuit 
and had persuaded him to be the 

man in their act. As Wells. Mor- 

and Taylor the new team returned 

1 tour of European capitals in 1927 
remier at Connie’s Inn, owned by 


1928-30. 





act one of the greatest he had seen. 

As the toast of Paris, London, Monte 
Carlo, Glasgow, and Brussels, the team 
was sitting on top of the world. Mean- 
while, Dickie was shrewdly watching the 
reactions of the French mademoiselles 
out front and those of the titled noble- 
women of England. He was gaining a 
clear idea of how he could move into a 
new and dizzy sphere of glamorous, ro- 
mantic, albeit dangerous adventure in 
almost virgin territory for colored men. 
Women in Europe actually ran Dickie 
Wells down as he turned on all the valves 
of his natural charm, grace and attrac- 
tion for females. Dickie, who could not 
match the brilliance of Ernest Taylor’s 
dancing genius, and who in later life, 
admitted himself to be not much of a 
dancer in the first place, started intro- 
ducing innovations into the act, ideas 
that were later copied by many of to- 
day’s famous white acts like the Condos 
Brothers, Nick and Steve, and the Dun- 
hills of television. The act was the first 
dance group to dress its feet in white 
spats to accentuate the contrast of black 
patent leather shoes and tuxedoes. Dickie 
then brought in the use of the handker- 
chief and other small, but extremely 
effective items that paid off well in ap- 
plause and more lucrative bookings. 

Taking his cue from the Duke of 
Windsor, a boyhood idol, Wells began 
copying the Duke’s sartorial appearance 
and to some extent, his manner. When 
the beautiful English and French women 
started banging at his dressing room 
door, he let them in, talked to them in 


the utterly charming manner of which he 
was very capable, took them out to din- 
ner in exclusive restaurants or strolls on 
the gay Parisian boulevards or the Mall 
in London and then sent them massive 
bouquets of orchids. 

As fast as Dickie made money, he 
spent it on women, on pleasure and the 
things he wanted most. He often said 
that it was in Europe where he saw the 
Duke of Windsor and others in action. 
that he got the notion of becoming the 
first real playboy his race had produced. 
Americans abroad started coming around 
to see this new personality, who back 
home would be just another Negro buck 
to dance or entertain for them. They 
combined with the Europeans of both 
sexes in lavishing attentions on him. As 
far as he was able, Dickie reciprocated. 
“] wasn’t going to let any of ‘em be a 
better sport than me,” he once said. “I 
matched ’em dollar for dollar in what 
they did for me. They respected me for 
it. too.” 

Back in New York and at the Cotton 
Club, Dickie became the idol of the mob. 
He made it a point to be seen with the 
members of the New York underworld 
hierarchy as often as possible and in- 
stead of resenting what would ordinarily 
be regarded as presumptuousness on the 
part of a Negro, they sincerely liked this 
voluble, clever, handsome young Negro 
who “thinks like a white man and acts 
like one.” His infectious personality 
seemed to have the effect of an elixir on 
them and consequently Wells was “in” 
(or gave out the impression to the boys 
on the corner that he was) on many of 
the big deals involving top-drawer gang- 
land which got the headlines the morn- 
ing after. He was in the Cotton Club 
office the day back in 1935 when Vin- 
cent (Mad Dog) Coll, the vicious East 
Side killer. entered the door with drawn 
guns, backed Cotton Club bigwigs 
against a wall and made them “cut him 
in” on a piece of the huge fortune the 
cabaret was coining nightly. The mob 
tolerated Wells to such an extent that he 
was one of the few Negroes who could 
be seen in public with white women on 
the Broadway and Times Square circuit 
and especially in night clubs and in the 
speakeasies with; which Harlem was 
thickly spotted. 

Taking due note of his popularity 
with the whites, Wells figured he had ex- 
tracted all there was for him in dancing 
and decided to go into the speakeasy 
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business for himself. With the sanction 
of the mob, he opened the “Theatrical 
Grill” in West 133rd Street in partner- 
ship with Gene Tyler, later manager of 
Ed Small’s Paradise, and Teddy Cham- 
bers, another figure of Harlem night life. 
He made money but that was “peanuts” 
for him since destiny, in the form of the 
mob, had other plans for him. There 
were very few Negro-owned speakeasies, 
joints and gambling dens in Harlem at 
the time. Those that were owned by Ne- 
groes included the Nest, operated by 
Johnny Carey and Mal Frazier; the 
Lenox Club, owned by the late Jeff 
Blount; Caspar Holstein’s Turf Club, 
Johnny Powell’s Capitol, the Bamboo 
Inn, the Inwood Grill, the Renaissance 
Casino Grill, Edmond’s, “Pods and Jer- 


ry’s,” Connor’s and the Exclusive Club. 


wr 


In Broadway night spot, Dickie Wells 
chats with two close friends—the late 
Billie Holiday and actress Tallulah 
Bankhead. Dickie wanted to be “Mr. 
Big,” often picked up patron’s checks. 


One day a Cotton Club bigshot asked 
Wells how he would like to have a big 
time place of his own with his name out 
front. Dickie went for it as quickly as 
he could say, “Yes!” Shortly after, a 
basement in West 133rd Street was “hol- 
owed out,” renovated and a neon sign 
hung outside proclaiming to the world 
of fun and pleasure that “Dickie Wells” 
was open for business. 

The place eventually became interna- 
tionally known as the world’s No. 1 black 
and tan cabaret. Princes, dukes, Wall 
Street brokers, wealthy playboys, run- 
down society women, theatrical big 
names, stickup men, beer runners and 
their molls, musicians, prizefighters 
made “Dickie Wells” an early morning 
meeting place. 


A visitor to “Dickie Wells” at 3:55 


o’clock in the morning would get a surly 
greeting from a sleepy bartender, a loaf- 
ing waiter and a chef and short order 


cook in the tiny kitchen playing “tonk.” 


They gave one the impression of being 
grave diggers taking a brief rest between 
interments. There would be sour, tobac- 
co-laden fumes mixed with the odor of 
stale beer and spilled wine that one usu- 
ally encounters in a night club following 
the night after. If the same visitor went 
away and returned five minutes later. he 
would have to stand in line on the side- 
walk, rain or snow, vainly hoping and 
praying to get into “Dickie Wells.” Taxi- 
cabs would tangle up an overflow of auto 
traffic entering the long block. 

From the hotels, night clubs, joints, 
barrooms, parties and restaurants on 
Broadway, the (Continued on Page 72) 
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“How do I feel about it, 
knowing? A part of me 
dies, almost, with the 


pain. It is a_ physical 
tearing apart—heartache” 
































Look how men flock around 
the girl with the clear, bright, Nadinola-light complexion 


Give romance a chance! Don’t 
let a dull, dark complexion de- 
prive you of popularity. Don’t 
let oiliness, big pores, blackheads 
cheat you of charm. Chase away 
those bad-complexion blues with 
NADINOLA Bleaching Cream. 
Nothing—absolutely nothing— 
will improve your skin faster, in 
more different ways! 


Contains wonder-working A-M! 
This remarkable medicated ingre- 
dient of NADENOLA works deep 
down within the skin to brighten 
and lighten it, combat blackheads 


NADINOLA =/ & 


and externally caused pimples. 
Soon your skin feels cleansed and 
cleared, smoother and softer, 
glowing and glamorous. Friends 
will say you look years younger! 


Effective but oh, so gentle! Napi- 
NOLA acts so positively yet is so 
kind to your skin that we guar- 
antee you will be delighted with 
its results. There are two types 
of NADINOLA— one for oily skin 
and the other for dry skin. Choose 
the type that is right for you. 
Buy it confidently, use it happily. 
NaDINoLa, Paris, Tennessee. 
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just leave. Oooh, now, that’s a happy 
thought for you, isn’t it? Well, that’s 
one of the reasons I don’t leave. I don’t 
want to make the wrong people happy. 

Then, there are our two children who 
adore their father, and vice versa. Tom- 
my Jr. needs his father now, at eight, 
and will continue to need him, even 
more, as he grows up. Sharon is five, 
and thinks her father is some kind of 
God who can do no wrong. Oh, for the 
wonderful faith of children! Well, 1 
haven’t disillusioned her, and I’m not 
going to. 

That brings up the matter of financial 
arrangements, if I should be so foolish 
as to leave him. The expense, and sacri- 
fice for him and all of us, in maintaining 
two households is far too great. 

But one of the most important reasons 
of all is, that he loves me and needs me. 
] know what you’re thinking—why does 
he hurt me then? As I’ve said, I can’t 
answer that one. 

Once, at a cocktail party, he tried to 
explain a casual flirtation to me— 

“It means absolutely nothing to me, 
honey,” he said, earnestly. “You know 
I love you. This doesn’t have anything 
to do with us. I had a few drinks with 
this girl, and we just hit it off together. 
By tomorrow I may have forgotten her 
name.” 

Well. in the end, he made me feel like 
| was the foolish one, and he went on 
back to the girl he’d been courting all 
evening. My husband explains things 
very well. But you know that, of course. 

Now that you know something about 
me, | shall take the liberty of trying to 
construct in my mind a picture of you. 
First of all, I wonder which type you 
are—he seems very absorbed and in- 
volved, so perhaps you are the aggres- 
sive, demanding type. If so, you are 
supremely confident of yourself and 
your abilities. You intend to be first, 
sweeping all else aside. I can just im- 
agine some of your conversations with 
my husband: 

“don’t know how much longer you 
expect me to wait before you ask her 
for a divorce.” 

“But baby,” he says, “there are so 
many things to be decided on. I can’t 
do it right now anyway.” 

“Why can’t you?” you ask, a harsh, 
rasping tone beginning to creep into 


BLEACHING CREAM FOR OILY SKIN 
Nadinola Deluxe is 


Just one jar will make your complexion brighter, — "n-vily. Brightens skin, 
clearer, lighter and lovelier. Sooman teowte 


same time. 75c to $2 


FOR DRY SKIN 
The original Nadinoia 
is enriched with fine 

cosmetic oils to relieve 
dryness. 25c to $1.25 


your voice. “And when will you? You 
know what I can do for you, and what 
we can mean (Continued on Page 54) 
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i pe TELL YOU the truth, I don’t know how Solly got in the army. He was a big stupid-looking guy from 

West Virginia with a heart of gold and as big as his No. 13 EEEE shoes. He was the only guy in Able 
company who actually liked every phase of the Army. He volunteered for K.P. and guard duty and was al- 
ways willing to take the dirtiest jobs, like emptying the grease trap or taking the loneliest guard posts that 


nobody else wanted. 
Solly was twenty when he joined the outfit in Japan in the fall of 1948 and he was the only GI I ever knew 








39 














who didn’t manage to get lost at one time 
or another with a Japanese girl. He 
didn’t drink or smoke or curse or noth- 
ing. But he’d buy his cigarette and beer 
rations every week and wait for the guys 
to bum him when they either ran out or 
goofed off their money. And they never 
paid him back. 

Now don’t get the wrong idea, Solly 
wasn’t queer or anything, he was just a 
guy who knew he didn’t know very much 
and didn’t want people mad at him or 
something. He went to church every 
Sunday not because he was real religious 
or anything; but because there was 
something going on; something he could 
hear, see and enjoy in his own way. 

Solly took to me when he first heard 
me speak. He was always telling me how 
he liked the sound of my voice, the way 
| said things and did things. Sometimes 
| would see him out behind the mess hall 


three or four times aloud to Solly’s de- 
light, then sent them off to Vera in the 
States. 

Solly had the love and loyalty of a 
dog. There was nothing he wouldn’t do 
for me and he proved it, too. It was on a 
battle-scarred Korean hillside that Solly, 
gentle Solly raised up in front of me and 
took what seemed like a million machine 
gun slugs in his great big heart. But 
that’s getting ahead of the story. I’m 
talking about how a great man lived. 

Well anyway, it was the same week 
the outfit got orders to go to Korea that 
Solly received a message that made him 
a changed man. It was July 1, 1950, to 
be exact. Vera wrote and told him she 
was three months pregnant. And with 
tears of happiness staining his dirty 
fatigue shirt, Solly told me he was going 
to be a father. Well sir, I didn’t have the 
time to explain to Solly about the birds 


Solly had the love and loyalty of a dog. 


Hed do anything for me and he proved it 


trying to walk like me. He was never 
quite able to do it because his gangling 
six-foot, three-inch frame was just too 
awkward and he lacked body coordina- 
tion, but | was flattered just the same. 

| was a corporal at the time and 
Solly’s squad leader. He never said a 
word or gave me a hard look when | 
chewed him out for something he did 
wrong. 

I’m sorry Corporal,” he would say, 

honest I’m sorry.” 

\t drill time, ’'d put a rock in his 
right hand and patiently explain to him 
that whenever the command was right— 
like right flank, column right or right 
turn—he was to move in the direction 

f the hand that held the rock. And he 
learned that his empty hand was 
his left 

But why Solly really liked me was be- 
cause | could write, and | wrote the let- 
ters to his wife, Vera. I don’t think Vera 
wrote him five letters the whole two 
years he was overseas and they were 
usually very brief and begging for more 
money. But that didn’t make any never- 
mind to Solly, he was in love with her. 
So every night when I wasn’t going out 
on pass | sat down with Solly and wrote 
some pretty mushy letters, read them 
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and bees and the nine months and all 
and to be truthful, I didn’t have the heart 
to tell Solly the baby couldn’t possibly 
be his. So I got Solly to agree to keep 
the “blessed event” a secret until we had 
heard from Vera again. It was hard to 
get Solly to do it but I showed him how 
foolish he would look in the eyes of the 
fellows if it was a false alarm. 

We had orders and nervous and scared 
guys have a way of tearing a guy apart 
who gives them the least reason for ridi- 
cule. It keeps their minds off their own 
fears. Well I have to give it to Solly, he 
kept his secret until we hit Pusan and 
even after. But at Pusan, Solly starts 
going around with an idiot’s grin on his 
face telling all the guys: “I got a secret 
but I won’t tell ya what it is.” 

At first nobody paid any attention to 
Solly and his secret. But he keeps on 
see? Arousing the curiosity of the guys 
and because they ain’t got nothing better 
to do, they’re trying like crazy to get 
Solly’s secret out of him. 

Well we were moving into the perime- 
ter defense and by luck or by God, this 
North Korean artillery opens up on us 
and we duck and run for cover. Now 
don’t get the idea I’m some hero or some- 
thing, because I’m not. But for the first 





and only time in my life I was glad the 
North Korean artillery dropped in on us. 

Well some of you guys may remem- 
ber those days or read about them in the 
papers or something. After Yechon, it 
was fight and fall back, fight and fall 
back and every time we fell back we had 
fewer mothers’ sons to fight so we could 
fall back again so we could fight to fall 
—well you get the point, they were 
knocking us off like flies and in that kind 
of an environment morale ain’t so high. 

1 don’t care how rugged it got, this 
simple Solly was walking around with 
this perpetual smile on his face and no- 
body but me understands. Maybe some 
of the guys figure he’s got word from 
Battalion that they’re gonna pull us out 
for a rest so they pumped Solly from all 
angles trying to learn the secret that they 
figure will let them live. 

Solly was begging me to give him the 
O.K. to tell them this night when about 
a regiment of Communist were thrown 
against our company. We were holding 
the center of the line. They dropped 
mortar fire in on us every five seconds 
and you could hear the staccato sounds 
of their heavy machine guns against the 
screams of our dying and the yells of 
those insane attackers. Then their artil- 
lery zeroed on us and all hell had broken 
loose. One of the shells dropped in front 
of our position. I never heard it. It 
picked me up about six feet in the air 
and then slammed me back against the 
belly of the earth. My nose was bleeding 
from the concussion and my ears were 
ringing like the liberty bell when I felt a 
weight on my back. It was Solly cover- 
ing me with his body. 

“When this is over, Corporal,” he 
asked, “can I please tell ’em, can I 
please, corporal.” 

I didn’t even answer him, because 
grenades were following in on our posi- 
tion and it meant the North Korean in- 
fantry was going to try to overrun us. | 
moved to take over a 30-caliber machine 
gun. The crew was knocked out. So 
started firing like crazy and Solly began 
bringing up some more ammo and help- 
ing me load. 

I was changing the belt and didn’t see 
a thing when Soily screamed “look out!” 
A North Korean was on the crest of the 
hill with a burp gun trained right on me. 
He opened up at 1200 rounds per minute 
and caught Solly full in the chest. The 
fool had flung himself in front of me. 

It was nearly (Continued on Page 55) 
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Heavy bulky knit sweater, in an in- 

teresting diamond pattern, has long 

sleeves and a capelet collar. By Lida 
of Italy. 


for their fine fabrics, simple lines 
and unusual styling. This year Italian 
designers have produced elegant high 
fashions of all types from sports 
clothes and knits, to rich floor-length 
evening gowns, that are breath-taking 
in their beauty. Known the world 
over for their wonderful knit clothes. 
the Italians have gone all-out to pro- 
duce some of the most attractive 
clothes seen in many seasons. On the 
following pages, TAN shows you some 
high-style daytime clothes from fa- 
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Unusual dress of novel lace-like stitch in 
turquoise yarn, has a one-piece bodice with 
poncho sleeves. By Simonetta of Rome. 


but smart suit has the new long Knit dress of dark blue “orlon” acrylic 
t, with three-quarter sleeves and a __ fiber has heavy knit stand-up collar, un- 
button closing. By Luciani of Rome. usual sleeves. By Simonetta of Rome. 


sapere een ernenmemnertecmreneeneaees — 


| T= ITALIAN FASHION SHOWINGS opened in Rome this year where fashion 

editors and press from all over the world saw eleven showings in two days. Every- 
thing from high fashion to boutique was shown in the ancient Palazzo Venezia, whose 
magnificent ballroom was a fantastic setting for the Roman designers who participated 
in the shows. After Rome came the fabulous showings in Florence at glamorous Pitti 





Palace. 
In most cases, skirts remained short. Suits and coats. or the costume look of dresses 


and coats were smartly tailored with soft, feminine and easy-to-wear lines. Dresses 
worn with jackets have little or no sleeves, and capes are fashion news. Coats take on 
the bulky look in all high fashion colors, the most prevalent of which were black, plum, 
wine red, brown and beige in all tones. In fabrics, wool jerseys, mohair, tweeds and 
knits of all descriptions were shown in prominence. 

It would be most difficult to say which designer’s collections are preferred, as each 
had something definite and different to offer. Shown on these pages are a few of the 
Italian high style fashions which were spectacular this year. 














Beige knit suit has double-breasted jacket. 
Edges of three-quarter sleeves and jacket 
are scalloped. By Albertina of Rome. 


Slim dark skirt is made of tiny rows of 
tucks. Silk overblouse is a brilliant print 
on white background. By Albertina. 
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Ensemble of knitted “orlon” acrylic fiber Long-jacket of suit features a short stole Bulky coat has loose bell-shaped sleeves. 
has a bulky jacket, buttons to the side, deep which drapes diagonally across the front, A plaid tie at the neckline matches lining 
dolman sleeves. By Fabiani of Florence. forming a high neckline. By Sarli of Rome. of coat and smart hat. By Sarli of Rome. 


4 











Ber mss ERIINY'S 1260 


’ 


if 


-& 


4: 


Seth 


sf 


spe. 


* 

















CHECK LIST FOR APPEARANCE IN YOUR CITY. 


CITY 
Youngstown, Ohio 
Erie, Pa. 

Buffalo, N. Y. 
Albany, N. Y. 
Boston, Mass. 

New Haven, Conn. 
Newark, N. J. 

New York City 
Trenton, New Jersey 
Baltimore, Md. 


»Philadelphia, Pa. 


ewport News, Va. 


: “ ashington, D. C. 
Bynchburg, Va. 


Durham, N. C. 
Winston-Salem, N. C. 
Charlotte, N. C. 
Chattanooga, Tenn. 
Atlanta, Ga. 
Macon, Ga. 
Tuskegee, Ala. 
Jackson, Miss. 

New Orleans, La. 
Houston, Texas 

San Antonio, Texas 
Dallas, Texas 


Oklahoma City, Okla. 


Tulsa, Okla. 
Little Rock, Ark. 
Memphis, Tenn. 
Nashville, Tenn. 
Cincinnati, Ohio 
Detroit, Mich. 
Indianapolis, Ind. 
Chicago, Ill. 
Gary, Ind. 
Milwaukee, Wisc. 
Rockford, Ill. 
Springfield, Ill. 
Des Moines, lowa 
Omaha, Neb. 
Kansas City, Kansas 
Denver, Colo. 
tle, Wash. 
re. 
alif. 
Sen Francisco, Calif. 
FresnoCalif. 
San Diego, Calif. 
Los Angeles, Calif. 


“OY MPHONY 


FASHIONS’ 


See EBONY’s most glamourous models 
featuring the very latest creations of 
American and European designs. 


DATE 
Sept. 23 
Sept. 24 
Sept. 25 
Sept. 27 
Sept. 29 
Sept. 30 
Oct. 1 
Oct. 2 
Oct. 4 
Oct. 5 
Oct. 7 
Oct. 8 
Oct. 9 
Oct. 10 
Oct. 11 
Oct. 12 
Oct. 14 
Oct. 15 
Oct. 16 
Oct. 17 
Oct. 18 
Oct. 20 
Oct. 21 
Oct. 23 
Oct. 24 
Oct. 25 
Oct. 27 
Oct. 28 
Oct. 29 
Oct. 31 
Nov. 1 
Nov. 3 
Nov. 4 
Nov. 5 
Nov. 7 


ig WN OO) a) LO) 
Stambaugh Auditorium 
Memorial Technical & Jr. High School 
Kleinhans Music Hall 
Philip Livingston High School 
The Meadows—Framingham, Mass. 
baliliteliny Malls Msrasteres| 
Mosque Theatre 
Waldorf-Astoria Hotel 
War Memorial Building 
Murphy Fine Arts Center 
Town Hall 
Huntington High School 
Willard Hotel 
E. C. Glass Auditorium 
Hillside High School 
Whitaker Gymnasium 
Park Center 
Howard High School 
Morehouse Gymnasium 
Municipal City Auditorium 
Logan Hall-Tuskegee Institute 
Masonic Temple 
Booker T. Washington High School 
Texas Southern University Auditorium 
Municipal Auditorium 
Memorial Auditorium 
Bryant Center 
Municipal Theatre 
Robinson Municipal Auditorium 
Bruce Hall-LeMoyne College 
War Memorial Auditorium 
Withrow High School Auditorium 
Ford Auditorium 
Pennsylvania Street Armory 
lereeet- Mallia Mali) 
Roosevelt High School 
Garfield Theatre 
Shrine Temple 
Springfield High School 
Hoyt Sherman Place 
Omaha Civic Auditorium 
Kansas National Guord Armory 
East High Auditorium 
Moore Theatre 
Neighbors of Woodcraft Hall 
Sacramento Memorial Auditorium 
Masonic Temple 
Fresno High School 
Palm Room-U.S. Grant Hotel 
Hollywood Palladium 
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Child Care: 


Children Want 
Controls 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor in Pediatrics 
Northwestern University 


I HAVE frequently talked to parents 

who, when discussing some of the be- 
havior problems they have with their 
children, tell me, “Whenever I try to be 
lenient with my youngster, he invariably 
runs over me.” 

All too often, what the parent calls 
leniency is merely laziness on the par- 
ent’s part. It is easier to let Johnny stay 
up one-half hour longer to look at TV 
than to insist on lights-out at 8:30. But 
what is to stop Johnny from raising the 
roof at 9 o'clock when the next in- 
teresting show comes on, and so on until 
finally the parent must do what he should 
have done in the beginning—turn out 
the lights and say “goodnight” to a child 
who by that time is overly tired and un- 
necessarily cross. 

The other extreme is no better, the 
“spare the rod and spoil the child” 
school of thought often does as much 
harm as it does good. Invariably the 
overly-lax parent seems to shift to the 
other end of the scale when they do 
decide that they must crack down. 

A moderate and consistent course is 
by far the most desirable. Children not 
only want but need kind but firm dis- 
cipline. They need to know for their own 
comfort the boundary lines of behavior. 
They may protest and rebel, but a firm 
“No,” untinged with anger tells them 
where they stand. We have learned from 
babies that they thrive best on a routine 
schedule, where a haphazard one leads 
to upset stomachs and an irritable infant. 

Parents need not fear that a little quiet 
authority will set up neurosis to haunt 
their child’s later life. It is much more 
dangerous to give the child freedom be- 
fore he is ready for it, and force him to 
make decisions whose consequences he 
cannot understand. 

In a very real sense boys and girls 
grow up healthier and happier and are 
much better equipped to be useful 
citizens if they are guided with a wide 
combination of love, understanding and 
reasonable authority. 




















Mr. and Mrs. Alvin P. Robinson 
shown in the elegantly furnished 
dining room of their beautiful 
home. 


Luxurious St. Anthony Avenue home 
in New Orleans where the Robinsons 
have lived for the past eight years. 





Vaseline 


WHITE PETROLEUM JELU’ 


Vaseline 


TRADE MARK © 


PETROLEUM JELLY 


More people depend on pure ‘Vaseline’ 
Petroleum Jelly than any other dressing on earth 


VASELINE is A REGISTERED TRADEMARK OF CHESEBROUGH-POND'S INC. 
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| Your family needs Scotts Emulsion 


...the cod liver oil tonic 





helps them make a faster recovery from colds 


‘builds them up against catching new ones 


Remember, way back when 
ost everyone took cod-liver 
il? Mother was sure it was one 
f the best ways to build you 
ip and help prevent colds. How 
ight she was! Now, you can get 
hese same cod-liver oil bene- 
s, without the old taste. Take 
w Scott’s Emulsion to winter- 

e your body against colds. 
New Scott’s Emulsion is rich 
cod-liver oil, one of the finest 
yurces of the natural A and D 


vitamins you need to make a 
faster recovery from the cold 
you have now .. . and to help 
build you up against catching 
new ones. And Scott’s Emulsion 
is homogenized so its full bene- 
fits start to work right away. 

So if colds seem to drag your 
family down all winter, it’s time 
to start taking Scott’s Emulsion 
daily. Buy Scott’s Emulsion, 
the cod-liver oil tonic, at your 
drug counter today. 
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SCOTTS 


EMULSION 


Teme Feed Sapptoment 


Tonic Food 
Sapplerreyy, 


Now in two forms: 
Better tasting liquid or 
New tasteless capsules 


Z. oS 
Scott's Emulsion... specially made to winterize your body against colds ! 















HERE IT IS! 


JACK JILL. 


Greaseless Hair Dressing for Children 


Now...at last...those wonderful young- 
sters of yours can always have their hair 
attractive looking and in place! Nomore 
greasy, sticky pomades. With new, 
greaseless JACK and JILL Hair Dressing, 
you can control and comb down your 
children’s hair, no matter how wavy or 
unruly it may be. You'll be thrilled and 
delighted with JACK and JILL, the 
scientific new discovery for children’s 
hair. At your favorite drug or cosmetic 
counter. Get JACK and JILL Greaseless 
Hair Dressing 

TODAY! 
















Lasting Jar 
only $7 





You can get JACK and JILL Greaseless Hair Dressing at your drug counter, 
or send us *125 and we'll send JACK and JILL to you by return mail 


624 S. Michigan Ave. > Chicago 5, Illinois 
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Salmon Loaf Milanese Salmon Pasties a 

A salmon loaf will add variety to a meal Salmon Pasties (or turnovers), served with If the family is tired of regular meat pot 

and is a tasty way to use a can of salmon. sauce and a crisp salad, make an excellent pie, try a pie made with salmon and served 
Serve hot or cold. with lemon slices. luncheon or light dinner menu. with a rich, smooth sauce. It’s a treat. 



















bene DAY AFTER THANKSGIVING finds everybody stuffed with rich, heavy foods and the ap- 
petite calls for something on the light side. Turkey, dressing, cranberry sauce, plum pudding 
and pumpkin pie are no longer appealing, and the family craves a plain, simple meal. This is the 

time to try something entirely different, and what could serve this purpose better than salmon. 
; Salmon is available in cans all the year. and earns its title of king of the sea not only for its 
delectable flavor, but for its attractive, appetizing color as well. Color plays an important role in 
the psychology of food, and what could be more pleasing to the eye than the pink pastel color of 

salmon, served with a crisp green salad or green vegetables. 

Many interesting dishes can be prepared from a can of salmon, and on these pages we show you 
a few that are a change from the usual salmon croquettes. Recipes on Page 74. 





F Salmon Scrapple Coquille of Salmon Duchesse 
Scrapple is an old-fashioned favorite in many sections of the When party time rolls around and the question of what to serve 
country, but when scrapple is made with salmon, it takes on comes up, a salmon dish such as this is sure to please all youi 
added interest and appeal. A combination of salmon and corn- guests and make you a top hostess. Serve it in individual shell. 












Longer hair may now be yours 
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| HAIR AND SCALP CONDITIONER girl 
once 
, , : : sage 
»* Gives your hair a softer, longer, more luxurious, satin-like look! doul 

»* Helps check dry scalp, splitting hair and breaking ends! whic 
- Fs and 
* Helps protect hair from moisture, “eel 
dryness and dandruff! rupt 
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Look for Raveen at your favorite a 
drug store or cosmetic counter while 
You'll generally find New RAVEEN know 
—in a prominent location wherever you are accustomed to buying your hair prepara had bi 
tions and other cosmetics. Your eye will be attracted to the beautifyl RAVEEN display box. i 
And you'll probably find that the sales person behind the counter will enthusiastically recom- her hc 
mend that you use New RAVEEN. So, be on the lookout for it the very next time you visit going 
your favorite drug store or cosmetic counter. 7 ] d 
If you can’t find New RAV BEER - jus: send violen: 
$1.25 (this includes $1.00 for RAVEEN, 10c for luxury tax and Sc for postage! to: SUPREME 
PRODUCTS CO., 624 South Michigan Avenue, Chicago 5, Illinois. We'll ship your New 
RAVEEN to you ef ence, postpaid. We'll ship C.O.D., if desired. AT ] 
Attention Dealers_i your wholesaler has not yet stocked 7 we 
New RAVEEN, send us his name and address and we'll see that he gets some in exacth 
at once. th t 
‘ gee ; a 
Money Back Guarantee —You must be completely \ ' ’ to Be 
satisfied with the results secured from your very first jar of New RAVEEN . . . or send the " 
unused portion back to us together with the name and address of the store where you bought experi 
it and we'll refund your full purchase price promptly. lived a 
SUPREME PRODUCTS CO. + 624 S. Michigan Ave. Chicago 5, lil. capab] 
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Child Of Violence 


(Continued from Page 31) 


that I had read it and ask her to for- 
give me. 

Mother had been such a fanciful. happy 
girl. I could have cried with pure joy every 
once in a while when I came across pas- 
sages she had written which expressed 
doubts. fears or flights of imagination 
which reminded me of similar thoughts 
and dreams which I had lived. I read 
steadily for an hour or more. Then, ab- 
ruptly. without the faintest warning. I was 
jolted into horror. 

The diary stopped. It stopped with an 
entry Mother had made the night before a 
Sunday School picnic which she was look- 
ing forward to with great anticipation. 

The diary But there 
newspaper clips. old. old newspaper clips. 
There were letters. written to Mom by her 
mother and father—after had left 
home. The newspaper clips and the letters 
added up the sordid. horrible story. The 
news items told how a teen-age girl had 
been seized by an unknown attacker in the 
woods at the picnic. They told how the 
girl, whose name was withheld by the pa- 
per. had been brutally raped when she had 
wandered off from the 
They told how she had been taken to the 
hospital. hysterical and screaming. They 
told of a futile search for her attacker. 

There was no getting away from it. That 
girl had been Mother. All the pretty stories 
she had been telling me about my father. 
about her romance and marriage. all these 
stories were lovely lies designed to shield 
me from the awful truth. The letters from 
my grandparents that 
Mother, broken with shame after her or- 


stopped. were 


she 


picnic grounds. 


revealed to me 
deal, had run away from home. found her- 
self a job and begun building a new life. 
The enormous significance of my discovery 
began to crowd in on me as I lay in Mom’s 
bedroom that night. Not only was it a lie 
that my father had died in an accident 
while I was being born. Mother didn’t 
know who he was and the real reason she 
had been unable to face the music back in 
her home town was that she knew she was 
going to become a mother; that her child 
would be a nameless child—a child of 
violence. 


AT FIRST, selfishly. I began to feel the 
““ weight of personal tragedy. It’s not 
exactly pleasant to learn so unexpectedly 
that you are illegitimate. Then I began 
to understand something of the dreadful 
experiences through which Mother had 
lived and how much courage she had been 
capable of. She had shielded me. created 
a heritage for me which I could think of 











’ their secrets!” 


Everyone knows Jan has that “special 
For one thing, her com- 
. so light and 
fair, really fabulous! But now—that’s 


something.” 
plexion is knock-out. . 


one beauty secret we share! 





at 
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1. —There you go again! Why would anyone 
born with skin as lovely as yours go through 
this greasy cream ordeal? 


— Marge, how wrong can you be! It’s not 
greasy, it’s not an ordeal, and my skin is not 
naturally light! 


—Oh, sure. And I suppose your beautiful 
complexion comes right out of that little jar? 





3. —Does it really work? 


—And how! Smocths out and softens rough, 
coarse areas...clears up blemishes and 
blackheads, too! Leaves skin lighter and 
dreamy creamy. 


—And it’s not greasy? 
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2. —Well, that’s about it... because the secret 
is in the jar! 
—Jan if you're for real... tell me more! 
— Sure. This fabulous Bleach and Glow cream 
actually penetrates my skin to make it look 
shades lighter, clearer and smoother. It’s the 
special G-Plus action that does the trick— 
under the skin. 


," 





4. —Nope. See—absolutely greaseless ! I can use 
it as a night cream, or as a make-up base 
when I’m going out. 

—Well your gorgeous skin is enough to 
sell me! Maybe Bleach and Glow can do 
as much for my complexion! 
—I know it will. It’s so easy to have lovelier 
skin—with Bleach and Glow! 


Bleach and Glow 


CREAM 





7) 
SREASELESS CREAM 


CONTAINS 3.5% AMMONIATED MERCURY 
4d Enciosed Dwections Folder 
Caretunty Betore Using 
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C) tenclose $1.00, which includes tax and handling charge. 


See how light, how lovely, how 
radiant your skin can be—with- 


Bleach and Glow, Dept. 
P. O. Box 2026, Memphis 2, Tenn. 


if | am not completely satisfied | may return the unused portion for a full 
refund of my purchase price. 


IMPORTANT: You save money be sending full amount with order. 


BG-20-L 


Bleach and Glow on money-back guarantee. ! understand that 
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risk coupon today ! 
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with pride. Many a girl in her situation 
would have done anything to keep from 
bringing a child into the world. But 


Mother had loved me very much, even be- 
fore I was born. She must have. 

How I wished I could take the tension 
ind strain from her which still must be 
inside her as she lived a lie to make me 
hap] Should I carry through with my 
original decision to confess I’d read the 
diat Why couldn’t I do that and why 

yuldn’t I put her at ease for the first time 
in many I'd let her know that I 
knew the great sacrifices she’d made for 
me: that I loved her even more than ever; 
he no longer had to try to hide the 


years. 


igliness trom me. 


\lmost as soon as I had reasoned things 
out that way. I knew I couldn’t tell Mother 
that I had learned the closely-guarded 


secret. I knew that the finest reward I 
could give her was to let her continue to 
believe that her scheming and planning 
and her lovely white lies had worked. I 
resolved. though, that somehow, some day, 
[ would make Mother so happy that she 
would be compensated. a thousand times 
for all she’d been through. For one thing, 
I resolved that I’d never leave her, never 
get married. At least, not until I had be- 
so rich and famous that I knew that 
ould be taken care of like a duchess 
for the rest of her days. 

I knew what I was going to be when I 
crew up. I was going to study hard and 
learn design and dressmaking and I was 
going to take over Mother’s shop for her 
and make it a fabulous business which 
would bring customers from all over the 
country. As for marriage. I wouldn’t miss 
it. It had always seemed such a lovely 
thing, reflected in the glow of what Mom 
had told me about her and my supposed 
But for me, the idea of giving your- 
self to a man went sour and disgusting with 
the disillusion of knowing the truth about 
what had happened to Mother. 

I didn’t know for years the effect my dis- 

very about Mother had made upon me. 
I didn’t know that, basically, it had fright- 
ened me about men and love. I didn’t know 
that it would reach far ahead into the life 
I would try to create after I actually did 


come 


she w 


tather 


rr 
Mother noticed the change in me after 
nightmare night when I read her 
diary. She didn’t understand why I was so 
much more considerate than ever, and why 
pent so much more time at home study- 
ing. It made her happy though, until 
ifter I'd graduated from high school with 
the highest standing in the class and she 
suddenly realized that I didn’t have a boy 
friend, had no interest in parties and social 
events and was what she kiddingly called 


that 
tinat 


SO¢ ial.” 
Arguing with her was no good. She in- 
sisted that I start getting around with the 
kids in my set. When I became a college 


2 


freshman. Mom gave a surprise party for 
me on my birthday. That was when I met 


Vic. 


IC BRADFORD was the nephew of one 

of our neighbors. His folk lived in Vir- 
ginia, They were up against pretty tough 
times, what with having nine other children 
to take care of hesides Vic. He was the 
oldest and had given up school to help his 
widowed mother support the brood. Vic’s 
aunt and uncle. who were fairly well fixed, 
had offered to bring him North and send 
him to college. In the meantime. they 
would send Vic’s mother money monthly 
to make up for the income Vic had been 
contributing. 

I didn’t know any of this the night of the 
party. All I knew was that Vic was posi- 
tively the best looking boy I’d met. I liked 
his shy manner and the eager way he 
talked once you got under the reticence of 
him. I convinced myself that I spent so 
much time dancing and talking with Vic at 
my party because he didn’t seem able to hit 
it off with anyone else. because he was new 
and strange to the crowd. Actually, I liked 
him immensely and didn’t want to admit 
it to myself. 

Mother knew it, though. Even though she 
teased me about it the next day, I could 
tell she was relieved and happy that I was 
at last beginning to act like a real girl. 
Vic enrolled in the same college I was 
attending and we fast became close friends. 
Funny, all the time we were in school to- 
gether, neither Vic nor I had any ideas 
about a romantic attraction developing 
between us. We shared common interests 
in reading, music and predicting fabulous 
futures for ourselves. 

We went everywhere together and every- 
one who knew us assumed that we were 
sweethearts. It wasn’t true then—or at 
least we didn’t realize it. But there was 
never any other girl for him and no other 
fellow for me. It seemed perfectly natural 
that way. 

It was Vic who made the first move to 
change the direction of our relationship. 
It happened right after our graduation 
from college and when I was ready to go 
through with my plan to go to New York 
to take some special work in design and to 
serve an apprenticeship in a big shop 
owned by a friend of Mother’s. Vic and I 
were driving out in a suburban part of the 
city when suddenly he pulled the car over 
to the side of a darkened road, shut off 
the motor and turned to me. 

“Jean,” he said seriously. “I’ve been 
wondering if you realize that we love each 
other.” 

I doubted my ears. I decided to stall to 
find out if it was possible that my light- 
hearted buddy. Vic was actually talking 
this way. 

“Don’t be silly, honey,” I told him fond- 
ly. “Of course I know we love each other. 


After all these years—” 

Vic’s voice went husky. 

“Don’t play with me.” he told me almost 
roughly. “I don’t mean that way. I mean 
this way.” 

The next thing I knew, I had been 
snatched into his arms and Vic was kiss- 
ing me hungrily, passionately. Vic was 
holding me tight to him so that it seemed 
I could never get away. 

That wasn’t the surprise although it was 
a shock. The surprise was that I didn’t 
want to get away. The surprise was that 
something inside me burst like rockets; 
that a welling, pent-up, frightening, sweet 
surge swept over me so that I wanted to 
cry. to laugh. and most of all, to keep 
kissing and being kissed by Vice. 

When he released me gently, the magic 
was gone and instead. I was suddenly 
shaken with a cold dread and fear—almost 
a repulsion. I reacted by breaking down 
into a torrent of tears. 

Vic couldn’t understand the outburst. 
Neither could I. He talked to me gently. 
patiently. He pointed out to me that now 
I knew what he had learned—that we did 
truly love each other. He had been awak- 
ened to it with the thought of my going to 
New York for a couple of years and per- 
haps meeting someone else. He begged and 
pleaded with me not to go, not to leave 
him. He wanted us to get married right 
away. He had a job lined up with one of 
the local real estate offices. He figured that 
after a couple of years of learning the 
ropes and saving money, he could become 
a broker and open his own office. 

I argued, explained and protested. I told 
Vic I couldn’t forsake my plans for my 
own future. I pleaded that we weren't 
ready to get married. We were too young. 
Life was too insecure. 

Vic kept asking me if I loved him. I had 
to admit I did although something cold 
and clammy kept reaching at my heart 
when I said it. Something kept warning 
me that this was wrong. that it couldn’t 
work this way. 

I was stubborn about going to New 
York. Within the next few days, however. 
Mother teamed up with Vic to make me 
change my mind. I guess I really wanted 
to change it anyhow, deep down inside. 
Mother told me that she appreciated fully 
what I wanted to do to help her. She said 
she didn’t want to influence me, but she 
argued, that if I loved Vic enough, I ought 
to sacrifice my own plans to become his 
life partner. 

“Never postpone happiness, dear.” she 
said. 

I could see that she really wanted the 
marriage. By that time, I did, too, des- 
perately. Only, whenever Vic and I were 
alone, kissing each other and yielding to 
the harmless temptations which confront 
young people in love I was racked with 
fears and with doubts. 
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DIDN’T find out how serious the fears 

and doubts were until our wedding 
night. Then, at this most tender of all 
times in a girl’s life, the shadow of a long 
lurking fear moved across my heart. 

When Vic put his arms _possessively 

about his bride that night, he found me 
changed into a hysterical, shivering. trem- 
bling woman who chilled his very bones 
with what seemed to be complete rejection 
to him. He was sweet and understanding 
about it. He knew so much more about 
life than I. He told me that often this 
happened when people were first married. 
By facing the situation without shame and 
talking frankly about it, being patient with 
each other and trying to get at the root of 
the trouble, we could conquer it. 
Vic was much too optimistic. Things 
went the same way, night after night, for 
months. Vic suggested a doctor and I 
shuddered at the idea. I had the wild fear 
that a doctor would probe not so much the 
physical reasons for my strange behavior 
as he would the psychological reasons. I 
knew exactly what the trouble was. Only 
I couldn’t tell anyone. Not even Vic. 

As much as I loved my husband, I was 
powerless to defeat the phenomenon which 
dominated me every time he took me into 
his arms in our marriage bed. 

Every time he took me into his arms, I 
saw as clearly as one sees the full moon, 
a wild-eyed, ugly man holding his hand 
over the mouth of a girl and ripping off 
her clothes. The girl’s face was my mother’s 
face. 

So here I was now, back home—a woman 
in love with a man but unable to give her- 
self to him. Here I was a married woman 
not truly married. It couldn’t go on like 
this. I would have to give Vic up—let him 
get a divorce—release him to find some 
normal happiness with some normal girl. 
It would almost kill me to do it, but it was 
the only thing I could do. 

At least, I believe that was the only way 
out for me as I lay across the bed in the 
dear, old room where I grew up and knew 
so many happy moments. 

Now it was the second day I’d been away 
from Vic. I hadn’t been able to sleep or 
relax, thinking about him. Now that my 
decision was made—hard a decision as it 
was—I was able to succumb to sheer ex- 
haustion and fall asleep. I thought I was 
dreaming when I opened my eyes to find 


' Vic sitting there at the side of my bed. I 
‘rubbed my eyes and found out I wasn’t 


dreaming. He leaned over and kissed me 


' gently. He looked happy—like he used to 





look before we got married. 

“Vic,” I exclaimed. “Why did you come? 
Is something wrong?” 

Inside of me, although I was thrilled to 
see him, I resented Vic’s violating our 
agreement by barging in on me like this. 

He laughed the old hearty laugh which 


I hadn’t heard for months. 

Jean baby, 

told me. “In fact, 
be all right now.” 

My eyes widened with disbelief. Vic put 

a finger over my lips, holding back the 

curious stream of questions I wanted to ask. 


nothing’s wrong,” he 
everything’s going to 


“T’m going downstairs for a few minutes, 
darling.” he said. “Mother is coming in to 
talk with you. Then I’ll be back.” 

I was almost consumed with suspense. 
When Mother came in, she sat down on 
my bed and took me in her arms. 

“T want you to listen to me, dear,” 
“T want 
while you listen. 
finished.” 

She told me some amazing things. She 
had known all along that I had discovered 
her secret. She had wanted to talk to me 
about it after she came home the night 
after I’d read the diary. She knew I had 
read it because I had put it back in the 
bookcase slightly different 
from the way she had always kept it. 


she 
you to hold your tongue 
Don’t interrupt until I’m 


said. 


position 
She 
had also found one tiny clipping which, in 
my excitement, I had dropped on the floor 
and which had fallen under her dresser. 
She had decided not to say anything to me 
until I said something to her. 

She knew what I was going through but, 
when I didn’t bring the matter up, she de- 
cided that was the way I wanted it. She had 
a hint of my reasons for changing so after 
I’d learned her secret. She also had a hint 
that my guilty knowledge could affect my 
attitude toward boys and love and mar- 
riage. That was why she had persuaded 
me to stop being a stay-at-home. That was 
why she had encouraged my marriage so 
She had hoped all her fears about 
me were over. 


in a 


early. 


When I had come home, leaving Vic, 
Mom sensed what had happened. Without 
saying a word to me, she had sent for him 
and told him the story that I hadn’t dared 
tell anyone. 

“Now, Vic understands and now you 
know that I know what has been in your 
mind. That should make a difference, 
Jean,” Mom told me. “It always makes a 
difference when you don’t feel that you’re 
carrying a secret burden all by yourself. 
After all these years, I ought to know. Be- 
sides, Jean, you don’t have to worry about 
me any more. I’ve met a very nice, quite 
respectable and good-looking businessman 
If you tell 
me that you think you and Vic can be 
happy now, I'll tell him ‘yes’.” 

Tears were shining in my eyes and my 
heart seemed so light. 

“Tell him ‘yes.’ Oh, tell him,” I pleaded. 
I was going to have a father after all and I 
had a feeling that the nightmares I’d expe- 
rienced when Vic held me in his arms were 
over. I was anxious to get back home with 


him to find out if I was right. THE END 


who is waiting for an answer. 





Glamorous—Instantly wonderful 






HAIR-DO’S.:. 


Humania has the hair-do you need... for the hair 
style you want...ata price that you can afford. 
ON MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE BASIS 
You have choice of shades; black, off-black, dark-brown. 












BOB WIG—1460 
Miss Personality 
Attractive. Part 
either side or 
center. .... 24.50 
Mixed grey 29.50 


CONTE. Italian 
cut WIG 6000. GLAMOUR. Clus- 
Very smart. Nat- ter curl. Covers 
urallooking entire head. 
eee 29.75 Made extra 
Mixed rey 34.95 heavy. .... 10.95 
Mixed grey 13.95 





Half Wig. 3105 
Has curled bang 
in front of nat- 
ural looking part. 


Braided Side Puffs 
No. 106. Two at- 
tractive clusters sot. Was apres 
at the price of net. Only 2.75 
Covers entire one. .......... 3.95 Mixed grey 3.75 
head. ...... 17.50 Mixed grey 4.95 Compare the quality 
Mixed grey 22.50 and the low cost of Humania Hair Do's. 


Write today for 48 page HUMANIA 
SRE booklet, a colorful collection of new 


hair styles. 
T. T-11 303 Fourth Ave., New York 10, N.Y. 
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20 Kt YELLOW GOLD FILLED 
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wedding ring set with 
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monte. 10Kt YELLOW 
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$1.95 


Each, er 
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$3.69 





It’s Yours—; 


7 Jewel Wristwatch | 
With E Every Bridal Set 


our ce 
Ladies” Exquisite Wrist- 
atch or Man’s Accurate 





Gold Plate case. stain-/ 


less a 
On Combination 
When ordered and paid for aie ane yom, 
oo set is beautiful 1 /20-10. ELL’ 
D FILLED set with flashing “simulated 4 diamonds. The 
Two. nee match perfectly. these beautiful rings 
Bt oe plus X 7 jewel wristwates for a total cost 


SQUAINTED PAYMENT PLAN. FULL YEAR TO PAY 
MONEY, just name and address, We ship at 
a ean you pay postman’ oy $4.95 T. I., plus C.0.D. 
Postage. Pay balance of $9.00 later (anytinie within one 
year.) State whether you ond a “Hr es’ or man’s watch 
and be sure to send ring size. Wear 10 8 on Approval, 
Money Back Guarantee. RUSH ORDER TODAY 
CONTINENTAL JEWELRY Co.. Dept. 8-666, Beloit, Wis. 













SCOTLAND YARD 


SPECIAL 


(oe 


Amazingly accurate, this 
powerful .38 S & W 6-shot 
Enfield Revolver was used by 
Britain's secret agents & WW II Commandos when a 
small, compact weapon was essential. Has light recoil, 
this snub nose model features thumbrest target grip, 
fires easy-to-get S & W ammo. Good Cond. $16.95. 
Selected models add $3. 25 rds. .38 ammo $1.80, 
holster $3.95. Genuine double lock police handcuffs, 
chrome finish with 2 keys . . . $5.75. Shipped FOB, 
L.A.; express charges collect. Calif. res. add 4% state 
tax. 10-day money back guarantee. Send cash, check, 
or M.O. COD’s require $8 deposit. 


Seaport Traders, Inc., (of ingeies 15, Calit” 
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Open Letter To The Other Woman 


(Continued from Page 38) 


to each other. There’s no limit to what we 
can do together.” 

“IT know, baby, I know,” he says sooth- 
“just give me a little time, that’s all 
You know what I want to do, don’t 


ingly 


I ask 
ou baby?” The last coaxingly, and you 
begin to smile just a little. 

Well,” you say, “it’s only that I’m 


inxious for you to face what has to be 
done, and get it over with.” 

You know I will,” he says, “but why 
do you want to talk about things like that 
at a time like this?” 

Naturally, even in my imagination, I 
don’t like the rest of the scene, but I im- 
agine it’s typical. 

So how long do you think you will last? 
You’re not going to change—you’'ll keep 
demanding. He’s not going to change—he 
does not want a divorce. He’ll get tired 
of your nagging, aggressive ways, and you, 
yourself, will be the one who causes the 
end of your relationship. 

Or perhaps you're the materialistic type, 
though heaven knows you chose the wrong 
person this time! We just can’t afford it. 
Perhaps you're satisfied with only a trinket 
or two from him, though, and your other 
friends may supply the major heavy sup- 
port 

When he comes in the door, are you 
standing there, expensively gowned, with 
your beautiful apartment behind you, with 

lovely little “gimme” hand extended 
ind the dollar mark in your eyes? 

“What did you bring me?” you pout, 
before you even ask how he feels, or how 
his day has been. 

Hopefully, he drags out a small box, be- 
cause he wants to please you. (Oh, yes, 
you do know how to make them want to 
please you.) 

‘I hope you'll like it,” he says, shyly. 

It’s a pretty figurine for your bric-a-brac 
helf—not expensive, but clever. Your wel- 
coming smile is strained as you say, 

Thank you.” You have priced it in your 
mind already, and you really don’t appre- 
ciate the “clever” approach half as much 
as you do the “expensive” approach. But 
he’ll kid you back into a good mood, and 
you two will have fun for a little while 
longer. Just a little while, though, because 
he'll get tired of your Fort Knox heart, and 
it will be because of you that the relation- 
hip ends. 

On the other hand, I understand there 
ire more of this type around these days— 
the sophisticate. With her there are never 

problems because nothing is wrong. 
She has no scruples, no standards, no 
morals or rules for living, and simply can- 
not conceive of the fact that anyone else 
might. Are you this type? Let’s assume 


for a moment that you are, but I don’t 
think so, because if my husband were 
under the influence of this type person, he 
would seem half drugged most of the time. 
Anyway, if you are, I think perhaps most 
of us regular, everyday people envy you a 
little for the ability to be completely don’t 
care. Have you ever been married? Had 
children? No—then, at least, you’d know 
what it is to care. 

Where did you acquire that brittle, flip- 
pant exterior? Are you like that all the 
way through? Yes, I imagine you are, be- 
cause you’ve found a way to live without 
getting hurt. But is that really living? 
You have a cynical, cold attitude to real 
feelings. What in the world would you do 
if you should develop a case of real, honest 
emotion? I don’t think you could, though. 
I’m sorry for you, too. I get mixed-up, con- 
fused, do things wrong, but at least I can 
feel—I hurt. I imagine it’s all smooth and 
easy in your world in which you are, at the 
moment, gaily walking with my husband. 

But your very philosophy of life—that 
there is nothing sacred, nothing of value— 
will end your relationship with him, and 
after you say “Goodbye,” and he says 
“Goodbye,” there'll hardly even be a mem- 
ory, because there was nothing to begin 
with. 

I am more inclined to believe, though, 
that you are the sweet-submissive type. 
This one usually lasts the longest—my hus- 
band is so soft-hearted—and this is the 
type I fear most. You believe, of course, 
that you are “in love” with him, forgetting 
the real meaning of the word, or the true 
adult status of being in love: loving, and 
having that love returned. 

“T love you,” you tell him, over and over, 
“that’s all I know, and all I care about.” 

“But you shouldn’t, sweet,” he protests 
gallantly, after he has adroitly helped you 
into this situation. “You understand how 
it is with me.” 

“Yes, dear,” you say softly, “I do, and I 
wouldn’t want to hurt your family for any- 
thing in the world. I know they are first 
with you. But if I can just see you—just 
occasionally, for a little while, that will be 
enough for me.” 

“But you have a right to a fuller, better 
life than anything I can give you,” he still 
argues, because he likes to hear your an- 
swers. “You've a right to something 
better.” 

“There is nothing better,” you say, “and 
I'd rather have just a little of you, than 
all of anyone else I know.” 

“Oh, baby,” I suppose he says, and I 
hope you won’t mind if I fade out on this 
scene which is becoming too gushy for me. 

All right, Miss Doormat, if that’s the 


way you want it, and I agree you may hold 
him a few weeks or months longer than 
some of your sisters, but a man must be 
stimulated. There must be a give and take, 
a parry and thrust. You offer no challenge 
to him. You are completely lacking in any 


aggressive characteristics, and he will 
sooner or later become bored with you. 
thus ending your relationship. 

You see, you can’t win, whichever type 
you are. The very nature of the situation 
you're in prevents you from winning. As 
soon as you submit to him, that is the 
beginning of the end. 

It’s almost 10:30 now, isn’t it? Look 
around the room, again, and see if every- 
thing is all right—ash trays emptied, 
everything shining, lights dimmed just 
right, a Sinatra record playing softly, the 
makings for his favorite drink right at 
hand. 

Past 10:30—you get up and walk over 
to the window, though this is useless, be- 
cause you can’t see a thing from the tenth 
floor. But it’s just something to do while 
you're waiting. You pat on perfume again, 
nervously, the palms of your hands begin- 
ning to feel a little damp. You look in 
the mirror. Everything’s perfect. Why 
doesn’t he come? It’s past his time. 

Suppose he doesn’t come? What do you 
do then? Storm? Cry? It could happen 
easily, you know, if something is wrong 
with Tommy or Sharon, or me. There might 
be an engagement we have to keep, or un- 
expected company. He does live at home. 
remember. 

He hasn’t called. Perhaps he couldn't 
get to a telephone. He doesn’t want to 
come! Is this the end? Look in the mirror 
again. The fear and uncertainty in your 
eyes are not becoming, are they? 

I do have that advantage, among others. 
I know that he will always come—perhaps 
late, perhaps occasionally with a very thin 
story, indeed. But this is his home, and | 
am his wife, and he will always come back 
to me. 

Too, I know all of his moods, not just 
when he is at his party best. I know him 
when he’s sick, when he’s tired, when he’s 
suddenly elated, when he’s with the chil- 
dren—a thousand different ways that are 
so endearing. 

Also, home is the best atmosphere for ex- 
pressing love. He is relaxed here. There is 
nothing furtive, no tension in the back of 
his mind, or mine. I proudly bear his name, 
and have borne his children. As a result of 
our love, I may have more of his children, 
proudly, happily. How would you bear a 
child resulting from your “love”? 

We spend our lives together and have 
friends, interests, diversions, many things 
to share and enjoy besides sex. What do 
you have to talk about with him after the 
sweet nothings have been murmured? It’s 
a good thing you’ve decided that “talk 
isn’t important between the two of us,” be- 
cause I don’t believe you’d have anything 
to talk about. 

There it is, finally, the doorbell. He’s 


here! You’ve won again, for the evening. 
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A tiny gain, but your face lights up, and 
you go to the door in triumph. You hurry, 
hurry to answer. 

But wait—there’s just one more thing. 
[ am certain that, sooner or later, and 
probably sooner, you will come to your 
senses and realize it is for the best when 
your relationship with my husband ends. I 
believe you will some day meet, fall in love 
with, and marry a nice young man, all of 
your very own. I believe you will be a good 
and understanding wife to your husband. 

I believe, too, without a shadow of doubt, 
that there may come a day—or rather, a 
night—when he will tell you about a 
special committee meeting that he must at- 
tend, and that he has to be there at 10:30— 
And later, one of the committee members 
will call and cheerfully ask for your hus- 
band, saying he hasn’t seen in him in 
weeks— 

Then and only then will you really un- 
derstand. Then and only then will you 
know. 

Yours sincerely, 


THE END 





The Secret 


(Continued from Page 40) 


dawn when the North Koreans pulled back, 
the hill was still ours and we immediately 
set back about reorganizing. I came back 
where Solly lay and he still had that idiotic 
grin on his face. I cradled his long body in 
my arms and he whispered, “Can I tell ’em 
now, corporal? I’m afraid I don’t have 
too much time.” 

How do you talk to a guy like that? 
What do you feel at a time like that? 
Well anyway, some smoke must have got 
in my eyes or something and I called all 
the guys together. They could see what 
shape he was in and for the first time 
they all came by and smiled at Solly. 
“Solly’s got something to tell you guys,” 
I hollered, “and I'll blow away the first 
guy that interrupts. Go ahead tell ’em 
Solly.” 

And like it’s the happiest moment in 
his life, Solly tells ’em: “Well fellows, 
the big secret is this. I’m going to be a 
father. See Vera, that’s my wife, says 
it'll only be six more months.” 

Well, smoke seemed to get in all the 
guys’ eyes and they all began to tell him 
how nice that is and how they envy him 
and everything. Solly is so _ happy, 
smoke gets in his eyes too. Well, any- 
way, there on the battle smoked hill 
among the dead, the living, wounded 
and all, break out singing “For Solly’s 
a jolly good fellow.” And the last thing 
he said to me was “Is it O.K. corporal 
if we name him after you?” THE END 









ALL CHOKED UP 
WITH A COLD? 


New Medical Research proves you get 
extra-fast relief this 60-year tested way! 





Do you suffer from 
aches, pains, fever, wa- 
tery eyes, sore throat, 
tight chest, loss of sleep, 
or any other of the tor- 
ments due to flu, or the 
common cold? If so, do 
as your mother and 
your grandmother did. 
Trust the reliable, time-tested effective- 
ness of 666, the cold remedy depended 
upon for three generations by thousands 
of families throughout the U. S. 


HERE’S THE REASON WHY 
666 is the broad-activity, multiple- 
ingredient medicine that brings you 
swift, positive relief from all distress- 
ing cold symptoms... frequently in 
a few hours. In spite of all medical 
research, there is no product on the 
market today that is superior to 666 in 
relieving the discomforts of the com- 
mon cold ... because 666 liquid or tab- 
lets has more of what it takes to throw off 








colds symptoms fast. 
Always keep 666 in 
your medicine cabinet. 
To be trusted and 
proven by three gener- 
ations, 666 must be 
good! 
GUARANTEED. So start 
taking 666 for your cold 
. . now. The makers of 666 are so sure 
that 666 will work, they make this uncon- 
ditional guarantee . . . You’ve got to be 
satisfied . . . or your money back! 


Fast-Acting. 666 starts 
working instantly ... the 
moment you swallow the 
first dose. In minutes, the 
active ingredients start 
working in your body for 
extra-fast relief. 

Famous 666 cold medicine comes in two 
ways... liquid or tablets. Same fast re- 
lief in both . . . so suit yourself, but try 
666 today. 























Be a Detective F 


Make Secret Investigations 
Earn Big Money. Work home or travel. 
Fascinating work. Experience Unnecessary. 
DETECTIVE Particulars FREE. Write to 
GEO. T. N. WAGNER, 125 W. 86th St., N.Y. 


PRAYER 


is a Tremendous Mighty Power! Are you facing diffi- 
cult Problems? Poor Health? Money or Job Troubles? 
Love or Family Troubles? Are you Worried about 
someone dear to you? Is someone dear to you Drink- 
ing too much? Do you ever get Lonely—Unhappy— 
Discouraged? Would you like to have more Happiness, 
Success and “Good Fortune”’ in Life? 

If you have any of these Problems, or others like 
them, dear friend, then here is pe gone NEWS— 
NEWS of a remarkable NEW WA PRAYER that is 
nar re thousands to glorious NEW happtaees and joy! 

hether you believe in PRAYER or not, this remark- 
pei NEW WAY may bring a whole NEW world of hap- 
piness and joy to you—and very, very quickly, too! 

So don’t wait, dear friend. You will surely bless this 
day—so please don’t delay! Just clip this Message now 
and mail with your name, address & 4¢ stamp to LIFE- 
STUDY FELLOWSHIP, Box 5211-A, Noroton, Conn 
We will rush this wonderful NEW Message of PRAY ER 
and FAITH to you by Return Mail absolutely FREE! 
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lighter, brighter, 

New, eae NEVOLINE Bleaching Cream is 
unlike any product you ever have used before. 
No waiting hopefully for months to see the 


results you want. With the improved NEVOLINE 
formula we guarantee you will see your skin 
grow 3 shades lighter in just 3 days. 

2 oz. jar $1.25 Send cash, money order, 


~ a vd ao with the order — 


PARIS IMPERIAL, P.O. Box 104-N 
Jackson Heights 72, N. Y. 





MARCEL IRON — 
Size A—Light . - $3 89 


Size AA~ 2.29 
oC. Medion $3.89 





Bobby . 

e BD, Keay 31.89 
HM IRON | Plain Handles . - $338 
Rolling Handles - 49 
— OIL STOVE - $349 


Burns Kerose 

Extra wicks....3 for S9¢ 
SEND NO ‘MONEY! 
Just pay postman on delivery 
plus postage charges, Write 
ELLIS RAND CO. 
2349 Milwaukee Avenue 
Dept. 1207, Chicage 47. 








Plain Hdls. $2.95 





Professional T, $42 
steee COMB=straight tecth oe 
BOBBY $400 


For pressing short hair and ends. ends. 








PROFESSIONAL $969 
Revol.Hdls. $3.49| BRASS COMB —Straight on. 2 





























Teen-Age Hellcat 


(Continued from Page 21) 


ind huddled there in the darkness, uncer- 
tain if I should stay. Suppose the owner 
should come back and find me? Suppose 
vould try what my stepfather had tried? 
Panicky. I reached for the door lever 
to leap out. and then fear gave way to 
reason. I recalled that I had seen this 
car parked in front of the same house 
times before. Apparently the owner 
ed there. And it was late now and 
most of the lights were out in the house. 
The odds were that the owner would not 
be coming back out. I let the tenseness 
xo out of my body. locked the car from the 
inside, and stretched out on the seat to 
I awoke. frightened. several times dur- 
the night. but each time there was 
nothing outside to fear, so I continued to 
f and on until it was light. Then I 
got out after a few minutes of worrying 
ibout what to do, and decided to go home 
ind face mother. 
She was asleep when I got there, but 
1woke as I entered and almost blew a 
isket. Luckily, I was too numb to an- 
wer back right away, and as mother 
fussed on for several minutes, I realized 
that my stepfather, probably as frightened 
now as I was, had told her I said some- 


eed oO 


thing about spending the night with some 
friend when [ left. 
Of course, he hadn’t told why I really 


left, but instead had made up some story 
about me going visiting. Mother had called 
some neighbors to see where I was, but 
none of them had seer me. 

So she raved on, making nasty hints 
bout my clothes being all rumpled up and 
where I must have spent the night. For a 


while, I was afraid she was going to watch 
me undress and see the torn slip, and 
then no telling what would have happened. 


But she gave up arguing after a while and 
went on back to bed. 


From then on, I stayed away from home 
more and more, less afraid of what my 
mother would say than I was of my step- 
father. Soon I turned to a schoolmate, 
Joyce, for companionship. I hadn’t really 
liked Joyce at first, but she seemed to be 
the only one I could really talk to, mostly 
because she seemed to have a lot of prob- 
lems at home, too. 

Through Joyce, I found other friends, 
boys and girls my own age who seemed 
to have to find their way mostly for them- 
And we learned to have fun, roam- 
ing the streets in bunches, forming our 
own club, sort of. We went to the movies, 
had money, or to one of the 
neighborhood drug stores and played rec- 
ords and danced. Every now and then, 
somebody’s folk would leave town for a 


selves 


Ww hen we 


56 


day or so and we would go to their house 
and dance and play music and simple 
things like that. 

Then a couple of boys who had cars 
started running around in the same crowd. 
and we used to go for rides. Pretty soon, 
Joyce and I started going to the beach in 
Bobby Dykes’ car on what they called a 
“heer bust.” 

I remember the first time T went. and 
how much fun it was drinkios the cold 
beer and rubbing our bare feet in the 
deep, warm sand. Pretty soon I noticed 
how some of the kids coupled off and took 
turns staying inside the car while the rest 
of us lounged around up and down the 
beach. I wasn’t with anybody particular 
the first night, so I didn’t get in the car. 
I wasn’t sure what was going on anyway. 
but I thought again of my stepfather, and 
I knew if that was what it was. then I 
didn’t want any part of it. 

One night a few weeks later I was there 
with someone, Pete Evans, and pretty soon 
he was trying to get me to come on and 
go to the car with him. 

“Why, Pete?” I asked. 

“To get out of the sand for a while,” he 
he said, simple enough. 

But once inside the car I found out 
Pete had other ideas. We were only there 
a few minutes before he began pawing 
over me and trying to get me to kiss him. 
Pete was a pimply-faced kid with greasy, 
straightened hair and a coarseness I hadn’t 
really liked from the beginning, and I 
guess I let him know it when his hands 
got to roaming around over my knees and 
fumbling with my blouse. 

Suddenly. I thought of Pete as I had my 
stepfather, but instead of fear awakening 
inside me, there was a sudden, violent hate 
exploding there. It all erupted as I 
rammed my elbow into Pete’s stomach, 
causing him to double over. Quickly I 
slipped off one shoe and began beating 
him across the head and watched his 
frozen, sickened face as Pete, with all the 
wind knocked out of him, struggled to get 
fresh air into his lungs. 

Gasping desperately, Pete shoved open 
the car door and tumbled to the ground. 
I leaped out behind him, gave him a kick 
with the foot that still had a shoe on it, 
and spat at him. 

“Who do you think you are that you can 
handle me like I belong to you!” I yelled 
at him. “Nobody’s going to do that to 
Christine Edwards!” 

Pete cringed and crawled away until he 
got his breath back, then he pulled him- 
self up beside the car and stared at me as 
if he could kill me. 

He might have tried it had not Bobby 
Dykes run up and stood between us. He 


bawled 
Chris do something she doesn’t want to 
do,” and all the kids suddenly began to 
laugh and kid Pete about having “made 
a dry run.” 


Pete out for “trying to make 


EARING INTO PETE the way I did 

turned out to be the best thing I could 
have done in the gang, because it gave me 
the reputation of being “hard to get” and 
having lots of fight. Pretty soon, I was 
the top girl in the gang, and Bobby sort 
of took me under his wing. 

But | began to egg the kids on to find- 
ing new kinds of thrills since those beach 
beer busts were leading to the sort of 
thing I didn’t want. Pretty soon, we 
found a drug store that sold something 
called “bennies” and we dropped them in 
our beer to get a real kick. After a while 
some of the kinds went on to something 
they called “redbirds” and “yellow jack- 
ets,” which were much stronger, but the 
rest of us called those that did “hop- 
heads” and made fun of them. 

Sometimes we'd all have a few bennies 
and beer—or “goofballs” we called them 
—and redbirds and yellow jackets and 
then get out on the highway and see how 
fast Bobby’s car would go. Often, if we 
had more than one car, we would race for 
miles, sometimes side by side. late at night. 
and once or twice we played “chicken.” 
You know, two cars come toward each 
other head-on as fast as they can, and 
the first one to swerve out of way is 
“chicken.” But we quit playing that after 
Bobby said he read about an accident in 
California where two cars crashed at 
eighty miles an hour and killed nine kids 
playing “chicken.” 

By this time, my home was little more to 
me than a place to sleep. My stepfather, 
after he found out I wasn’t going to tell 
about the day he came after me, started 
back to accusing me of “laying out” with 
boys and my mother fussed that I didn’t 
do anything at home to help anymore and 
how I didn’t appreciate all she had tried 
to do for me. 

One night she got to arguing with me 
and my stepfather was throwing in his two 
cents worth and my brother and sister 
were looking all frightened and suddenly 
I decided I didn’t want any more of home. 
Before I knew it my mother and I were 
yelling at each other something terrible. 

“You're no good, Christine! You're no 
good!” she screamed at me. 

“Maybe I’m not,” I yelled back. “May- 
be I’m just a teen-age hellcat who’s going 
to live fast and die young and have a good 
time doing it. But I’m your daughter!” 

And then she slapped me, hard. And 
I slapped her back, and then I was run- 
ning again, out the door and away from 
home. 

I ran straight to Joyce, who was home 
by herself as usual. 

“Girl, am I glad to see you,” Joyce said 
before I could tell her I had just had a 
fight with my mother. 
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“You know those guys over on the West 
Side who Bobby said were always trying to 
make trouble? Well, Pete just called and 
told me they smashed up Bobby’s car while 
he had it parked outside a movie this after- 
noon. Pete says this is it. The gang’s all 
meeting down at the drug store and going 
after those West Side punks. The girls are 
going along, too.” 

I don’t know what happened to me then, 
but suddenly I saw a chance to get back at 
my mother and stepfather and the whole 
world. I had a lot of fight swelling up in 
me and I was spoiling to let it out. 

“Let’s go,” I said sharply. 

There must have been thirty kids in and 
around the drug store when we got there. 
I noticed some of the boys had baseball 
bats hidden in their pants legs and a bunch 
of them had rocks and knives in their 
pockets. Pete showed me a funny-looking 
thing made of wood and big rubber bands 
and metal. A “zip gun.” he called it. 
Pretty soon we all piled into cars and 
drove for the West Side. 

The rest of that night made a good news- 
paper story. Over a hundred kids got mixed 
up in that brawl and all the cops in town 
turned out. Ten boys had to go to the 
hospital and a lot of others ran off bloody. 
If it had all happened in broad open day- 
light where everybody would have been a 
clear target for everybody else, there’s no 
telling what would have happened. 

Things were bad enough as they were: 
one of those West Side kids died in the 
hospital with a .22-caliber bullet in his 
spine. 

And the cops got Pete, along with a lot 


of the rest of us who knew he had had the | 


gun. The police and the judge really gave 
us down the road for that gang fight, and I 
was feeling pretty sorry for what we had 
done and for myself until the judge said I 
had to go to a detention home for a year. 
The few of us who had been caught were 
being made examples of, they said. Pete 
got ten years in the pen. 

I was seventeen then, and jail made me 
more bitter than ever. I hated the gang 
because I felt they were responsible for 
my being there. I didn’t need them, I told 
myself. I could get along just fine on my 
own. I had been crazy to get mixed up in 
that wild gang fight in the first place. 

To prove it, I got out of the detention 
home in nine months on good behavior. I 
didn’t go home to stay, though. I knew 
things could never be right there now, so 
I got a job as a waitress my second day 
back and within a week I packed up my 
clothes and rented myself a room. 

It felt good, working and making my 
own way and not having to worry about 
cops grabbing you for something. But I 
was lonesome. Now I didn’t have the 
gang and I didn’t even have the arguments 
at home. So except for when I was on the 
job I was pretty miserable. Folks in the 
restaurant tried to be friendly, but some- 
how I just couldn’t warm up to anybody 
anymore. 











my face. 


was for me. 
quickly relieved the itching, 
stinging, burning misery.” 
Nerotdines Moode- 


Richmond, Va. 


* “I used to lie awake at night and cry 
because of itching, burning acne pimples on 
Nothing I tried seemed to help. 
Finally my mother bought some Black and 
White Ointment, and what a glad day that 
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Thousands praise the fast 
relief that Black and White 
Ointment brings to itching, 
stinging burn of eczema, 
acne pimples, blackheads, 
simple ringworm. You, too, 
can enjoy this same grand 
relief! Large 75¢ size con- 
tains 414 times as much as 
regular 35¢ size. Trial size 
only 25¢. Keep skin clean 
with Black and White Soap. 
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Pretty soon, too, fellows began trying to 
make dates with me in the restaurant and 
telling me I was wasting my time behind a 
The usual line. But I didn’t fall 
of it. I knew that what most of 
them were interested in wasn’t my future. 

But I guess I should have known that 

yoner or later some guy was going to talk 
me into walking out from behind that 

nter. The one that did was tall and 

husky with eyes that seemed to laugh at 

yu and a pencil-thin moustache streaking 
out across his brown face. 

At first. he sounded like all the others, 
elling me I was pretty and had a good fig- 
ure and that I could do better than sling 
hash in some “ptomaine parlor.” he called 
it. Then he asked me if I had ever done 

modeling. 

Sure.” I said, scrubbing a clean place 
the counter next to him, “in France, 
Italy. all over the world.” 

He laughed. but he kept on talking to 

ibout it. He told me he was a photog- 
rapher and that he could use a good model 
job would be a good start on a 

re that offered something more than 
hot kitchens, dirty dishes and customers 

thought the waitress went with the 
ten-cent cup of coffee. 

[ didn’t believe him at all at first, but 
then he showed me a brightly-colored busi- 
ness card that had his name—Charles Mor- 
rison—and business address and said he 
was a photographer, all right. He left the 
card with me and said I should call him 


counter. 


for any 


ana tne 


sometime. 

But it was after a month and lots more 
incing from Charles that I called him 
day and told him I was ready for that 

By that time. it seemed that if I had 
to serve one more meat loaf dinner to some 
fanny-patting joker or one more bowl of 

hili to some drunk, I would go crazy. So 
I went to Charles instead. 

\lodeling was both easier and harder 
tl | had imagined. Posing in front of a 

imera looked easy, but I expected trouble 
of Charles. Instead, Charles didn’t 

make a single pass and I found cocking my 
head over and over again and sucking in 
stomach and arching back my shoul- 
ders and curling my arms in a graceful but 
uncomfortable position was hard work. 
irst Charles took me through the funda- 
ntal poses and then into more leggy, 
heesecake shots. 

It’s funny, thinking back, how I never 
thought to question Charles about the pic- 
tures or how he could make any money 
He would just shoot a batch 
and show them to me and give me a few of 
the best ones and I was happy. He paid 
me, too, of course. Not much, but it was 
as much as I made at the restaurant, and I 
liked the work better. 

Pretty soon it got so I couldn’t wait to 
get to the studio and pose for Charles, and 
his warm, easy manner soon took away all 
the resentment and tenseness that had built 


with them. 


eo 
0 


up inside me for so long. I suppose that’s 
the reason why the night he invited me up 
into his apartment over his studio that I 
went willingly, readily, and without my 
guard up. 

We ate and drank and played music and 
when he came to me and took me in his 
arms, there was none of the hatred in me 
that had sprung up against my stepfather 
or Pete or anybody else who'd tried to take 
me. 

Charles was older and more of an “ex- 
pert,” I guess you’d call him. Anyway, 
that night I learned what it was to give 
yourself to a man. To be wrapped in 
flaming ecstasy and the consuming fire of 
physical love. 

After that. Charles and I real 
lovers. In fact. I wanted to give up my 
room and move into his apartment with 
him, but he explained it would have been 
bad for his business. 

The next few months were good ones, 
as far as I was concerned. I had a little 
money, I had Charles, and I had what I 
thought was a budding career as a pho- 
tographer’s model. Charles was now teach- 
ing me the art of nude modeling, having 
me strike all sorts of “artistic” and exotic 
and seductive poses. 

But eventually I began to think of mar- 
riage, which seemed a natural thing for 
Charles and I to do. But he didn’t want 
to discuss it seriously, and if I tried to in- 
sist, he became angry and said my nagging 
was making him mess up his work. 

So I didn’t worry Charles often about 
marriage, at least, not until after the morn- 
ing I woke up with a strange, uneasy sen- 
sation in my stomach and found out my 
breakfast wouldn’t stay A quick 
trip to.a doctor bore out my worst fears— 
I was going to have a child. 

Charles will have to marry me now, I 
kept telling myself all the way to his studio. 
He would want to, I felt. 

I don’t know how I could have been so 
wrong. When I told Charles he went into 
a real tantrum. He didn’t want the child 
or marriage either. He wasn’t ready for all 
that now, he fumed. He raved for a while 
like a madman, and then he became re- 
strained and persuasive. We could get 
married later and have a baby, he said, 
but right now it was all wrong, all wrong 
for me and for him. We had our careers 
to think of, he said. 

I don’t know why I ever thought I had 
any career in the first place, but it sounded 
important and I had never had anybody 
talk to me about anything like that before 
Charles. Somehow, he began to make it 
all sound right, even the part about going 
to a doctor he knew and having him fix 
everything up. 


were 


down. 


HAT WAS THE LOWEST thing I ever 
did, I guess. Going to that doctor. I'll 
never forget it—the shabby office, the doc- 
tor’s unshaven face, the dirty-looking “op- 


erating room,” and the terrible pain and 
sickness later. For a while, I felt it would 
have been easier to die. 

But I was tough, and I came through 
it all right. And Charles was happy. Now it 
wouldn’t spoil his work. 

I didn’t really learn about his “work” 
until one day he left the studio suddenly 
after he got a telephone call. Alone with 
nothing else to do, I began prowling around 
the studio into places I had never looked 
before. Then I noticed that one file cabinet 
that usually stayed locked had been left 
open. A woman’s curiosity got the best of 
me, and I looked inside. What I saw made 
my insides retch. 

There were pictures of me, all nude, with 
men | had never seen in my life. I thumbed 
quickly through picture after picture of 
revolting bedroom scenes worse than any- 
thing I had seen some of the kids smuggle 
around at school. 

At first I couldn’t understand it. I didn’t 
know the men, I’d never seen them. How 
could there be pictures? And then I found 
negatives cut and gummed together and I 
realized they had been what they called 
super-imposed. Some of those strange “ar- 
tistic” poses Charles put me in had made 
it easy. And I found other pictures of other 
girls the same way. 

All of the rage that I had ever summoned 
—for home, for my stepfather, for Pete 
Evans, for the detention home, for every- 
thing—bubbled back up inside me. And 
then Charles walked in. 

I don’t know what really happened then, 
except Charles saw me with the pictures 
in my hand and started to yell at me, then | 
he fell back when he saw the murder in 
my eyes and heard the curses I hurled from 
my tongue. Then he tried to explain, then 
be persuasive and tender as he had before, 
but I kept yelling and screaming at him 
and when he moved forward to put his arms 
around me, I snatched up the sharp letter- 
opener from his desk. 

“Chris, you fool! Don’t! Don’t—” 

And everytime he yelled, I plunged the 
letter-opener into him. 

I don’t remember how long it was be- | 
fore the police came or who called them 
or what I was doing when they got there. 
I only remember being sorry that Charles 
wasn’t dead. Oh, he nearly died, alright, | 
but the hospital pulled him through. 

He went to jail too, when he was well 
enough to come into court and the police 
dug up the evidence on his lewd picture 
racket. 

And the judge had pity on me, that’s 
why my sentence is light, considering the 
fact I tried to kill a man. 

I don’t know exactly what I’m going to 
do when I get out, except be careful. But 
I think I know all the pitfalls now. I think 
everything has happened to me. 

And maybe by telling it all now, like 
this, I can save others from the ruin and 


heartache I have known. THE END 
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THAT STAY AND STAY 


Long-Aid’s fabulous new Long-Stay action holds styling 





twice as long—long after other dressings quit! 





HIS IS THE ANNOUNCEMENT that will be heard through- 
T out America! From now on LONG-AID with K-7 
is the one hair dressing by which all others must be 
judged—for it is now truly the best, and most assuredly, 
so far ahead of all others. Now—famous LONG-AID with 
K-7, America’s finest hair dressing, announces a new added 
action that smoothes out your hair to its full length 
immediately ...then helps your hair hold this gorgeous 
new length from shampoo to shampoo. Twice as long as 
other hair dressings. LONG-AID with K-7, and ONLY 
LONG-AID with K-7 can offer you fabulous new LONG- 
STAY Action! 


WHAT IS LONG-STAY ACTION? 
LONG-STAY Action is an amazing new hair discovery 
which brings your hair under control at once—protects 
against moisture, resists perspiration—keeps edges 
straighter—helps keep hair from going back. It’s the most 
fabulous thing that could ever happen to hair! 


CONDITIONS HAIR, SCALP, TOO! 


Then, too, LONG-AID conditions your hair as it beau- 
tifies... brings you new relief from dry, itching scalp 
and dandruff. Stiff, dry, brittle hair becomes preciously 





Send for amazing Long-Aid 
Beauty Kit Offer! 


$8.50 VALUE 


| only $ 


(inc. tax) 








You get this smart, useful deluxe naugahyde 


Long-Aid Actalan Soap, medicated, for skin 
travel-case you'll use time and again to go 


and scalp. (Reg. $.60) 





places-have fun! And—it's packed with excit- 
ing Long-Aid products! A regular $8.50 value 
for only $5! Here's what you get! 


Deluxe Naugahyde Bag. (Reg. $3.97) 
Long-Aid With K-7, for longer-looking hair. 
(Reg. $1.10) 

Long-Aid Bleach and Glow Cream, helps skin 
look lighter, fairer. (Reg. $1.38) 


Long-Aid White Pressing Compound, protects 
from dryness, burning! (Reg. $.66) 

Long-Aid Dandruff Remover Shampoo, washes 
away unsightly, loose dandruff! (Reg. $.69) 
Long-Aid Nylon Mesh Hair Net with elastic. 
(Reg. $.10) 

PLUS—FREE ‘Orchids In Your Hair'’ Hair Care 
Booklet! 


soft—seems to come alive with highlights. Short, thin, 
damaged hair combs out to new manageable lengths— 
right before your very eyes. Super-curly, unruly hair lies 
sleek and smooth... follows your comb like magic, easy 
to swirl, curl, brush up or under! Suddenly—your hair is 
softer, smoother, longer-looking—and so easy to style! 
AND-— it will hold its style—twice as long—regardless of 
damp weather! 

LONG-AID firmly controls all types of hair—yet is 
gentle enough for even children’s hair. The whole family 
ean use it. And LONG-AID can’t stain or discolor dyed 
or white hair! 


MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE 


Use LONG-AID with K-7 for just 3 days—see thrilling 
results—or MONEY BACK! Start now to have the soft, 
gorgeous, glamour-long hair you’ve always admired but 
never thought you could have! Use the convenient coupon 
below to order LONG-AID with K-7 today! Now with 
new LONG-STAY Action added! It’s truly ‘‘America’s 
Finest Hair Dressing”’! 
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Burned Woman 


(Continued from Page 25) 


My voice had a far away sound when I 
spoke. “I—I wonder if you could give me 


Lee’s address. It is sort of important.” 
The eyes were veiled now. Did he sus- 
pect something? He said: “I am unable 
to do that at the moment. I’m sorry.” 
[here was nothing more to be said. I 
turned and walked blindly to the door, the 
blood pounding in my ears, and it was 
only then I realized we were not alone in 
the store. Two men had entered and were 
standing slightly in the shadows. As I 
| the door I became acutely aware 
the chisel sharp eyes of my father 
straight into me, the surprised 
glance Greg bestowed upon me. They had 
driven into town with a truck load of 
ipples and had come into the drug store 
errand. I gave a startled cry. 
gazed sickly back at them, then Greg’s low 
chuckle made an effort to break the ten- 
sion. “Gosh sakes, Lisbeth, ll bet you 
came to town yourself after that face pow- 
der you asked me to fetch out to you. Trust 
1 to forget.” 
like a rope thrown to a drown- 
ing person. | moved my miserable eyes to 
him. “I—I had to come in town anyway. 


neare 
ot them 


| 
poring 


on some 


[ didn’t know anything about it,” Dad 

iid sharply. 

[ wanted to get a present for Mom. Her 
birthday comes next week.” I wondered if 
he believed me, 

Greg was still trying to ease the situa- 
tion. He linked his arm in mine, drew me 
toward the door. “Let’s go down to Min- 
nie’s shop. There’s a sight of things there 
irthdays, Lisbeth.” 


We got a gift for Mom, and I rode home 
between Dad and Greg in Greg’s truck, 
sitting silent, my hands locked in my lap. 
staring straight ahead of me. I neither 
talked nor thought. My brain was a vac- 


uum, unable to look into the awful future 


which I faced alone. 

[ had met Lee and loved him. He had 
taken from me all a woman could give— 
but he couldn’t leave me—not like this. I 
kept telling myself fiercely that he too 
would have to face the responsibility of 


The child that was coming was 
as much his as mine. I counted the weeks 
till Christmas. I couldn’t wait. I’d have 
to find a way to reach Lee. 


our act 


[ was completely dependent upon my 


Dad. I had no training of any kind that 
would enable me to earn my living save a 
knowledge of housekeeping. All my girl 
friends, daughters of neighboring farmers. 


were in a like situation, none of us going 


out to work. I lay awake at night trying 
to make plans, telling myself I should hate 
Lee, yet knowing I didn’t. I kept thinking 
that if | could find a way to let him know 


60 


my condition, he would rush home to me. 
Thinking this, I wrote him a letter, ad- 
dressed to his home in Crestmore. In a neat 
hand I wrote, “Please forward,” on the 
end of the envelope. I signed it with all 
my love. 

I haunted the mail box, hoping for an 
answer. None came. I sent another letter, 
waited in vain again, and then I knew that 
I was to be left alone to face my disgrace 
and my shame. 

Where could I go, what could I do? 
Alone in my room at night I wept bitter 
tears, and then I reached a decision. I'd 
wait ‘til Christmas. Perhaps no one would 
suspect. Lee would come home. I’d see 
him, beg him to do right. I was sure, so 
very sure, he would not refuse. 

Greg came and went on the place. | 
thought sometimes he avoided meeting me 
and on those occasions when we did meet 
I was touched by the grave concern in his 
eyes. Greg had an idea I was in trouble 
and wanted to help, but there was no way 
he could. I stood alone on a little isle of 
loneliness, waiting for a man to come 
home; hoping and praying that when he 
did return he would take me in his arms 
and kiss away my unhappiness. 


CTOBER’S BRIGHT SKIES faded as 

November’s gray days approached. I 
was feeling ill now. My skin had a faded 
dry look, my eyes were dull. I had lost 
weight, for now I was having difficulty in 
retaining my food and for that reason ate 
sparingly. My eyes were often red rimmed 
from weeping. I had a listless drawn look. 
Dad was watching me now, his cold chisel- 
like eyes cutting right into me. “Eat your 
food,” he commanded one morning. “Quit 
pushing your plate away.” 

“T’m not hungry,” I answered chokingly 
for the smell of the oatmeal Mom had 
cooked nauseated me. 

“Why?” He was on his feet towering over 
me. I shrank from his eyes, blazing with 
questions, caught sight of Mom’s anxious 
face and shook my head. “I—can’t.” 

“You wanton.” He shouted the words at 
me. “You dirty little—” 

Mom screamed and tried to push him 
aside. He gave her a shove which sent her 
reeling. His wrath-distorted face terrorized 
me. “Who is he?” he demanded. 

I shook my head. “I can’t tell.” 

A horrible retching seized me, lasted a 
moment and left me weak and exhausted. 
“Who is the man?” Dad demanded. and 
again I shook my head. “No.” 

His hand caught me squarely across the 
mouth. Blood trickled from my lips. I 
wiped it away with fingers that shook. 
Mom screamed and tried to come between 
us but he had me by the shoulders and 


was shaking me furiously. I tried to break 
away from him, tried to tear loose his 
hands that cut into my tender flesh, but 
I was like a rag in his grasp. When he 
released me he flung me from him and I 
staggered forward, striking my side against 
the sharp corner of the table. Pain shot 
through me. I reeled dizzily, fell to my 
knee and got up. I thought for a moment 
every rib in my body was broken, it hurt 
me to breathe. He was coming toward me 
again, his hand raised. “Get out,” he 
roared. “Get out. you—” 

It was raining, a cold November rain, | 
had listened to it all through the night, 
needle sharp against the panes, driven by 
a gusty wind. Mom again cried out but 
her thin wavering cry had no effect upon 
him. He threw open the door. “Get out.” 

I stumbled out the door, blind with 
fright and pain. Murder had been in his 
eyes. I staggered down the path toward 
the road. wanting only to get away. The 
tall dead stalks of Mom’s zinnias stood 
naked in the rain, the wind tore through 
the nude branches of the trees. I bent my 
body against it, went through the gate and 
turned into the road. Rain beat in my face. 
Its moisture mingled with the blood on my 
mouth. I had no idea where I was going. 
I only wanted to escape. 

A car drove up beside me, stopped. It 
was Greg. He sprang out and caught my 
arm. “For God’s sake. Lisbeth, what’s 
happened?” 

I leaned against him and sobbed in hys- 
teria. “Dad—my Dad knows—” 

“Knows what?” 

I crumpled beneath the weight of my 
fright and my shame. I wouldn’t answer. 
My sobbing went on. I felt his body stiffen 
against mine as he realized what I was 
trying to say and a sick look came into his 
eyes. “Lisbeth, you poor kid. It’s Lee— 
you and Lee?” 

“He’s gone,” I sobbed. “Gone.” 

“God—-” 

He didn’t finish, but his arm tightened 
about me. “Dad put me out,” I whispered. 
“Cursed me.” 

“Your mother?” 

“Mom couldn’t help me. He wouldn't 
listen. What am I going to do, Greg? What 
can I do?” 

“That fellow knew when he left?” 

“No, I hadn’t told him. I wrote him, but 
he didn’t answer. I’m all alone, Greg. All 
alone.” I covered my face with my hands. 
“Tf I could die—” 

“Hush,” he said harshly. “Don’t say that. 
Lisbeth. Let’s think—find a way.” 

He paused, his head bent in thought, his 
lip caught between his teeth. We seemed 
unaware of both the rain and the wind. 
Suddenly he straightened. “The preacher,” 
he said. “Ill take you there. I can’t take 
you home with me, Lisbeth. It wouldn’t 
look right.” 

“Look right?” I echoed harshly. “Who 
will care what looks right about me now?” 

“Hush.” He lifted me into the car, seated 
himself beside me. “This is Timothy Ware’s 
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chance to practice what he preaches,” he 
said grimly. 

The wind blew the rain angrily across 
the windshield of the little car as the road 
stretched dimly in front of us. I shivered 
with cold and shock and Greg reached to 
the rear seat, found a blanket and made 
me wrap it around me. When we reached 
the minister’s house. he left me in the car, 
went in alone. Ten minutes later he came 
back to me. The minister was with him. 
“Come on, Lisbeth,” he said and there was 
a gentle tone in his voice. “You can stay 
here.” 

The minister put out a hand to help me. 
His eyes were full of pity. I was a fallen 
woman but no stones were thrown at me. 

May Ware found dry clothing for me. 
She hurried about as if I were an invited 
guest. Greg saw me made comfortable then 
left, his mouth a grim line. “Stay here, 
Lisbeth,” he ordered. “Something will 
work out.” 

I nodded, tried to thank him. “Get word 
to Mom,” I begged. 

He promised and when he came back 
that afternoon he brought word from my 
mother. She sent me her love, asked me to 
do what Greg told me to do. She also sent 
a box containing my clothing. I knew what 
it meant. Dad had made her pack my 
things. I was disgraced and deserted and 
homeless. 

The day closed with the rain continuing; 
it now sounded like sharp pellets hitting 
the window panes. May put me to bed and 
insisted on my drinking a cup of hot soup. 
“Winter is here,” she said in a matter-of- 
fact tone. “It’s sleeting.” 

I nodded. Talking hurt my _ bruised 
mouth. My body throbbed with pain. I 
shivered as if with chill and May spread 
another blanket over me. She brought a 
glass of water and a capsule. “This will 
relax you, make you sleep, You will wake 
up in the morning feeling much better.” 

I slept but I didn’t wake up feeling 
better. I awoke to increasing pain, every 
fiber of my body twisting in agony. Dr. 
Peyton was called. He was the best physi- 
cian and surgeon in town and operated a 
small private hospital, the only one in 
Crestmore. He gave me a brief examina- 
tion, went into the adjoining room and 
conversed with May. An hour later I was 
moved to the hospital and Mrs. Peyton, 
who was a registered nurse and who helped 
the doctor in the hospital, was taking my 
temperature. “Having a rough time, aren’t 
you, honey?” she asked and I nodded. 
“The pain,” I whispered. “It keeps coming 
and coming—” 


LOST my baby the next day, and with 

its loss came a dangerous hemorrhage 
that almost cost me my life. “Gave us a 
big scare,” Dr. Peyton said when I was 
better. “You’re not an ordinary person. 
You had to have a transfusion and you 
have a rare type of blood. I wasn’t stocked 
with it, had to have a supply flown from 
the city.” 
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“I’m a lot of trouble,” I said. 

“Not too much,” he answered with a 
chuckle. placing his gentle white hand on 
mine. “Rest and sleep and eat and you will 
soon be back to normal.” 

It was easier for Dr. Peyton to tell me to 
do that than for me to do it. My strength 
seemed to have deserted me. I lay for hours 
» sun porch, my mind as tired as my 
body. With closed eyelids I’d go back over 
the past, trying to find a reason for what 
had happened to me. I had broken a com- 
mandment of God and I had to suffer, but I 
had never thought of loving Lee as really 
sinning. And when I first knew I was to 
have a baby I had wanted it; wanted it as 
ny woman desires a child by the man she 
Later, I was terrified, but never 
had I for a single moment wanted to de- 
troy my baby. Now that it was gone, a 

of loss filled me, a loss so keen it 
svershadowed any relief I might have felt. 
Mrs. Peyton came to find me crying in my 
“Can’t have you acting this way,” 
she said and sat down beside my bed. 
Why the tears, Lisbeth?” 
There is nothing left,” I said. “Noth- 


yn tl 


worships 


pillow 


Lisbeth, it is better this way. Try to 

“Ve me.” 

I do try,” I told her. I often lay awake 
through the long hours of the night argu- 
ing with myself, fighting a bitterness that 
ill but consumed me, a bitterness-centered 
ibout those two who had so hurt me: Lee 
ind my father. At times they merged into 
one, the man who had deceived me, won 
my love and deserted me, and the father 
who had driven me out with curses. “I'll 
try.” I whispered again and Mrs. Peyton 

ked up a comb, arranged my hair in 

ives about my face. “You’re having a 

* she said. 
It was Greg. He came to stand at the 
of my bed and I thought suddenly 
how tall and strong he was, his dark face 
meerned, his warm eyes seeking mine. 
Better, aren’t you?” he asked and his 
was tender. 

Yes, much better.” I moved my hands 
“Greg, I'll soon be up and leav- 
ng here. I keep wondering where I'll go. 
Will Dad let me come home?” 

No.” He said it with quiet finality. “He 
won't let you come home, Lisbeth.” 

Why is he so hard, Greg, like he always 
hated me?” 

\irs. Peyton had left the room. Greg had 
taken her chair. He said solemnly, “Your 
\lom is sick, Lisbeth. She had a heart at- 
tack. Your Dad found her unconscious on 
the back porch, She will never be strong 


tlessly, 


igain 

[ turned sick with helplessness. 

yuld go to her.” 

“Your Dad is getting a woman to stay 
her.” He leaned toward me. “Lisbeth, 
your Mom and I had a long talk before 
she got sick, She told me things about your 
Dad. Things you’ve never known.” 
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! didn’t understand. Dad had never done 
much talking about himself to me. Now I 


looked at Greg in perplexity. He said, 
“Your Dad was a happy kid till he was 
twelve, lived with his father and mother on 
a small farm in Vermont. Suddenly every- 
thing changed. His mother deserted him 
and his dad, ran off with some fellow she 
had met in the city during a visit there. 
Your Dad had loved his mother better than 
anyone else in the world. It just about 
killed him. And he was ashamed. His 
mother was a loose, bad woman. His friends 
knew it. He didn’t say much, just locked 
his unhappiness up inside him till it boiled 
over in hate and bitterness. He didn’t trust 
people. Folk talk about kids living in an 
insecure world. I guess that is what hap- 
pened to your Dad. He never heard from 
his mother, but his dad never got a divorce. 
The old man went to drinking and your 
Dad’s hate and bitterness grew. It became 
an obsession with him—hating loose women 
and city fellows. And always suspicious of 
folk. This explains why he has been so 
strict and hard with you.” 

“He was always telling me I looked like 
his mother,” I said chokingly. “Especially 
when he was mad at me. Now I under- 
stand.” 

“You have hurt him, Lisbeth. He says 
you have gone the way his mother went. 
He won’t let you come home, but maybe 
you will let me help you, Lisbeth.” 

Greg’s voice throbbed with seriousness, 
his soft eyes didn’t leave my face. He 
leaned toward me. “Marry me, Lisbeth. 
I’ve always loved you. Let me take you to 
my home. You will be close to your mother 
and I'll take care of you.” 

I stared at him in a dazed way. Greg 
was asking me to be his wife. In spite of 
all that had happened, he loved me. My 
heart was suddenly very sad and very hum- 
ble, but I shook my head. I couldn’t let 
him sacrifice himself. “No, Greg. You pity 
me and want to help me, but it wouldn’t 
be right.” 

“T love you, dear,” he pleaded. 

“You deserve someone who loves in re- 
turn, not a bitter hurt thing like me.” 

“Lisbeth, surely you can’t love him— 
after this.” 

“T don’t know, Greg. 
home at Christmas time, 
that will decide.” 

His face was a mask of pity. “Lisbeth, I 
hate to tell you this, but someone will, and 
maybe it will be easier coming from me. 
When Lee comes home he will fetch his 
wife with him.” 

“His wife?” I stared at him with eyes 
suddenly wild. “No—” 

“Yes. Lee married a girl back east a 
month ago. He’s had her on the string for 
a couple of years. Ina Oliver.” 

Speech left me, my body was drained of 
life. I stared straight ahead of me into 
empty space. “Lisbeth,” Greg begged. 
“Can’t I help you, isn’t there something I 
can do?” 

“No, nothing,” 
“Leave me, Greg.” 

A bleak helplessness came into his face. 


When he comes 
when I see him— 


I gasped the words. 


I closed my eyes and he was leaving. I 
heard the door close after him and I was 
alone. “Alone,” I whispered. 


FEW DAYS LATER Reverend Ware 
~* called on me. He came in, his face rosy 
from the winter wind, a polished red apple 
in his hand. “May sent it,” he told me. 
“How are you, Lisbeth?” 

I told him I was fine, that I would soon 
feel as well as I ever had. “I want to go 
away,” I said. “Someplace where I can 
find work. I want to earn money to pay 
the doctor for all he has done for me.” 

“Where will you go, Lisbeth?” 

I didn’t know. “Where people don’t 
know me,” I said. “I made such a terrible 
mistake.” 

“Isn't that a part of living, Lisbeth? To 
make mistakes? We all make them, in 
some degree or another, and who among 
us is entitled to determine the guilt of an- 
other? God does that—God who under- 
stands the moments of weakness we have.” 

My eyes moved away from his. Did he 
understand how deeply I had loved Lee? 
He went on. “We make our mistakes, Lis- 
beth, but we don’t have to live with them. 
We can shut them away, close a door upon 
them, and go on to better things, stronger. 
more understanding. You can’t go down 
so far but that you can’t climb back.” 

“How?” I asked numbly. 

“By teaching the world to love you. 
Cleanse your heart of hate and bitterness, 
Lisbeth. Let courage and determination and 
kindness fill it and what happened will be 
forgotten by those who love you. Don’t run, 
Lisbeth. Win back your self-respect right 
here where you lost it. Besides you can’t 
leave your mother. I think it will hasten 
her death if you do. I saw your father yes- 
terday. He says you may visit your mother. 
and oh, the fact cheered her so.” 

My lips trembled. “You are kind,” I 
said. “Too kind.” 

His face crinkled. “And I have you a job. 
Lisbeth. I’m the busy little beaver.” 

“A job?” Surprise was in my question. 

“Yes. Right here in the hospital. Mrs. 
Peyton can use you. You can do a lot of 
helpful things, answer the bell when a sick 
person rings, helping in the office. You 
finished high school, and you have a prac- 
tical knowledge of nursing. You have a 
chance to earn a fairly decent salary here. 
May is quite excited about it. What say. 
friend? Up with the chin.” 

It meant living in Crestmore where peo- 
ple knew what had happened to me. You 
can’t keep secrets in a small place. I won- 
dered if I could face the situation. Some- 
thing in Timothy Ware’s eyes told me I 
could. I couldn’t let him down. Besides 
there was Mom. I couldn’t leave her. And 
I didn’t know how I could make my living 
if I went away. I didn’t even know where 
to go. I blinked back my tears and said, 
“T’ll try—I’ll do my best. You are kind to 
help me.” 

I was glad to work, glad to keep busy. 
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The days passed more quickly and | had 
no time to think. The hospital was a world 
in itself, its walls closed about me. The 
stillness of the corridors quieted me. I be- 
came accustomed to the sharp smell of 
antiseptic that hung in the rooms, to sense 
the tension of the surgery, and to share 
the anxiety of those who waited for the 
surgeon’s verdict. It all became a part of 
me and I became in a manner Jost in it, 
separated from the world I had known, a 
world to which I returned only on those 
days when I visited Mom. 

There was a sort of mute understanding 
between Mom and me. We didn’t speak of 
my trouble. Neither of us had found hap- 
piness in love. Dad and I seldom met. He 
managed to be busy in the orchard on the 
days I visited Mom. When we did meet we 
barely spoke. I knew that if it weren’t for 
Mom he would not let me enter the house. 

Fall came again and the cottonwoods 
were golden, the maples tipped with scar- 
let. There was the sweet smell of ripe 
apples on the air. Greg called occasionally 
but I was always busy, stopping but a few 
minutes to talk with him. He never spoke 
of love now, but limited our conversation 
to remarks about his farm. He had bought 
amare. He called her Betty. “After you,” 
he said, his eyes twinkling, “there’s noth- 
ing that can match her for miles. A regu- 
lar beauty, high-stepping and proud.” 

“Proud?” There was a sharp edge to my 
tone. “Don’t compare any proud thing to 
me, Greg. My pride ended long ago.” 

He caught me by the shoulders. shook 
me roughly. “Say a thing like that again 
and I'll hang you up by the ears.” 

“What have I to be proud of?” I de- 
manded with blazing anger. 

“A lot. This is a little town, Lisbeth. 
Folk know what goes on. You are kind to 
the sick folk they bring here to the hos- 
pital. Never too tired to wait on them. You 
are kind and understanding to the relatives 
of anyone who dies here.” 

“If people learn to love the sinner they 
forget the sin. Are you trying to tell me 
that. Greg?” 

“Maybe. Anyway I hear a lot of good 
things about you.” 

“It’s the only way I can go on—working 
till I’m too tired to think.” 

“Keep on,” he said grimly. “Someday 
when you feel like you’ve evened the score, 
you may have time for me.” 

He still loved me. I thought I didn’t 
deserve it. 

I read of the birth of Lee’s baby the 
following day. A little girl called Inalynn. 
I dropped the paper in my lap and my 
tears fell on it. A month later Lee’s father 
died suddenly of a stroke without seeing 
his grandchild. I thought it was God’s 
punishment for the way he treated me. 
Mrs. Peyton came in to remark that Lee 
was coming back to Crestmore to manage 
his father’s business. I said nothing, but 
my hands. busy with their task of prepar- 
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ing formula for a-new baby, paused. Lee 
would be back in Crestmore. I’d have to 
meet him, see him with his wife and child. 
I wondered if I could take it. 


SAW HIM a month after he came with 

his family to share the home in which 
his widowed mother lived. I was seated in 
Dr. Peyton’s car, parked in a side street 
when he and his wife passed near me. 
Neither discovered me as I sat tense, see- 
ing the sun dance upon the man [ had so 
loved, watching the woman who walked 
beside him, a tall dark girl with a vivacious 
smile and a sort of proud swinging grace. 

I didn’t see Lee again for several weeks. 
I stayed close to the hospital and Mrs. 
Peyton, understanding, sent me on no er- 
rands that took me near the drug store. I 
had become calloused to the fact that the 
man who had betrayed me was near until 
the Saturday afternoon when I looked up 
and he was standing beside the desk be- 
hind which I sat. 

I was alone in the office. There were no 
critical cases in the hospital. Dr. Peyton 
and his wife had driven into the country 
leaving me in charge of the office and the 
night nurse close in case of an emergency. 
I gave a short gasp and my heart pounded 
against my ribs. Lee said. “Lisbeth.” 

I was sick inside with hate and hurt and 
remembered love. “What are you doing 
here?” I demanded hotly. 

He flushed and glanced about as if fear- 
ing we had an audience. “I knew you were 
alone, Lisbeth. I’ve been wanting to see 
you ever since I came back.” 

“You have nothing to see me about.” 

He wet his lips, hesitated, then went on. 
“JT want to thank you. You’ve been pretty 
decent about what happened. That is, in 
not trying to cause trouble between Ina 
and me.” 

I wanted to hurl something at him. He 
dared come here prattling about my being 
decent in not contacting his wife. My 
breath came in gasps. He went on, “I 
didn’t know you—you were in trouble 
when I left.” 

“You knew it afterward. 

“I was married before I knew. 
letters didn’t reach me.” 

“If you had known, would it have made 
any difference?” 

I loathed myself for the question, yet I 
had to know. Some inner trace of love was 
left I suppose. a hope that he had not com- 
pletely failed me. He hesitated, and finally 
answered, “I was never serious about us, 
Lisbeth. I love Ina and my baby. but had 
I known I would have tried to help you 
find a way—” 

My hate was complete now. 
I said. “I despise you.” 

I whirled and walked through a door 
into an inner room and left him standing 
there. I heard him go out, heard his car 
start and then I began to sob, leaning 
against a cabinet, my head buried in my 
upflung arms. 


Don’t lie.” 
Your 


“Get out,” 


~ eee and summer and autumn again. 

Trees budding, summer flowers spilling 
fragrance on the hot air, autumn splashing 
the woods with color, and still I was walled 
in with my hate and bitterness. It was 
only when I was with Greg that I could in 
a way forget them. This puzzled me. Was 
I learning to love Greg? I had begun to 
watch for his visits, to expect them, expe- 
riencing a warmth and a security in his 
presence, Finally there came a night when 
he came to take me driving. The apple 
crop was heavy that year. He wanted me 
to see the trees loaded with fruit. We drove 
out to his farm and inspected the orchard, 
then back, striking the dirt road that 
skirted my Dad’s orchard. “I want you to 
see your Dad’s trees, too.” Greg said. 

He had pulled the car off the road into 
the plum thicket where Lee and I had met. 
I said nothing but my body stiffened. Some- 
thing moved under the trees. It was my dog 
Cappie. He came bounding to us and Greg 
opened the car door, let him in. “What 
brought you here, boy?” 

An answer was dragged from me. “He 
used to come here with me.” 
Greg glanced up sharply. 

here?” 

“Yes. I hate the place. Let’s drive on.” 

“No. by God. we'll stay here. I want to 
tell you a few things. You’ve had time 
enough to get over what happened. You 
can’t make a martyr of yourself because 
of one mistake. Others have made them, 
and not spent the rest of their lives drown- 
ing in self-pity.” 

I quivered with hurt. I hadn’t expected 
this. I said, “Lee came to the hospital— 
dared come. He thanked me for not whin- 


“You met Lee 


” 


ing. 

Greg’s eyes left me now. His mouth was 
tight. “So?” 

“T told him to get out. 
how I hate him.” 

“Hate isn’t good to live with, Lisbeth,” 
Greg said slowly. “You can look at your 
Dad and realize that.” Then he started the 
motor abruptly and drove off. 

By the time we reached home, I was in 
tears, sobbing softly, uncontrollably. Greg 
reached out, drew me to him and his lips 
were against my mouth. I closed my eyes, 
my mouth quivering against his. I made 
no effort to repulse him. His arms were 
balm to my wounded heart. He said, “Dar- 
ling, wake up. Don’t get old without love 
because one man failed you. I love you. 
I’ve been waiting a long time.” 

I lay in the darkness of my room that 
night, bewildered, confused, unable to 
sleep. Greg had said I had played the mar- 
tyr too long, that I was drowning myself in 
self-pity. I thought bitterly that it wasn’t 
self-pity that was consuming me, it was 
hate, bitter, acid, just like that my Dad had 
fostered so long. I was like him and my 
life would be warped and embittered by the 
violence kept bottled inside me. And, like 
my father, I would ruin the lives of those 


He knows now 
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who loved me. “Because.” I whispered, 

“my hate is bigger than my he and there 
is nothing I can do about it.” I didn’t want 
Greg to love me. didn’t want his life 
ruined as Mom’s had been. 

A week passed and I didn’t see Greg. I 
missed him but I knew he had to learn to 
love another. I'd tell him our friendship 
had to end. 

The skies were gray now, 
the ground. I had a day off and braved 
a threatening blizzard to see Mom, catch- 
ing the bus that led by the farm. I found 
Mom on her couch watching from the win- 
dow. I saw her eyes light with pleasure 


snow covered 


at my gifts, and she had asked me to have 
a second cup of tea when we noticed how 
the atmosphere had thickened. “A blizzard, 
Lisbeth,” “You will have to leave 
if you are to get back to town.” 

I agreed and was tying my ’kerchief 
about my head when I heard Greg’s step 
on the porch. He came in and his grin 
sent the hot blood to my cheeks. “You gals 
know a storm is coming?” 

“I’m catching the next bus, Greg.” 

He helped me with my coat. “I’m driv- 
ing in. I’ll take you to dinner and a show. 
Your night off, isn’t it?” 

“You may have a _ bad 
home.” 

“I'll stay the night in town. Let’s go.” 

Snow scurried across the road in front 
I thought 
of another time Greg and I had driven 
down this road. Rain had been 
mouth was 
I wondered if he recalled that day 
too. but didn’t ask. He seemed in a jovial 
Not once did he mention his love 


she said. 


time getting 


of us, driven by a sharp wind. 


falling 


then and my covered with 


blood. 


mood. 
for me. 

We had dinner and went to a show and 
it was while we were sitting in the theater 
that an usher came to speak to me. “Miss 
Welch, you are wanted at the hospital. 
Dr. Peyton said not to take time to call 
him back. It is urgent.” 

My heart flew to my throat. 
Greg,” I said. 

But it wasn’t Mom. Lee Wilson’s car 
was parked in front of the hospital. 

Mrs. Peyton was waiting in the office. I 
heard Dr. Peyton’s voice, and from the 
small lounge that opened off the main 
corridor came the sound of a woman sob- 
bing. “Dr. asked, 

Mrs. Peyton’s face was tense. “Lee Wil- 
son’s little girl met with an accident. She 
fell on a sharp knife. 
serious. 


“Tt’s Mom, 


Peyton wants me?” 


The wound is deep, 
She bled profusely. 
if her life is to be 

“What has this to do with me?” 
recognize my own voice. 


A transfusion 
saved.” 


I didn’t 


is necessary 


“Her blood type is the same as yours— 
rare, and we have none in stock, Lisbeth.” 

“Are you asking me to donate my blood 
to save Lee’s child?” My tone was as hard 
as the winter’s blast outside the door. 


“Lisbeth. the planes are grounded—we 


besides 


we are working against time. The child is 


can’t get blood from any place, 
very weak,” 

“Lee Wilson wouldn’t dare ask this of 
me.” 

A hand fell on my arm. I looked up 
and it was Greg. “No.” I flung at him. 

A strangled cry echoed in the corridor. 
Ina Wilson was coming toward me, hands 
outstretched in supplication, white face 
stark with anguish and pleading. Lee, 
moving behind her. made no effort to stop 
her. His face was bleached. 


“Please,” Ina’s voice sobbed. “She is 
all IT have.” 
“You have your husband to comfort 


you.” My voice was like ice. 

Ina spoke again and to me alone. “Had 
I known Lee had betrayed you. I would not 
have married him. I. too. have suffered 
because of it. What he did will stand 
between us all the days of our lives. but 
my child had no part in it.” 

Lee’s eyes were bleak. He loved her 
and though she might continue to be his 
wife till the day of her death, their happi- 
ness was blighted. Every word she uttered 
was chiseled forever upon our memories, 
never to be erased. I glanced about and 
Greg’s eyes were fixed on me and there 
was something in their deep penetration. a 
waiting quality, that held me. Faith and 
love were there, and a courage that bade 
me rise above a wrong help save the 
life of a little child. A sob rose to choke 
me and something inside me died, the hate 
drained out of me. Greg’s lips smiled, his 
hand upon my arm was steady. “All right, 
darling.” 

My blood saved the life of little Inalynn 
Wilson. I gave the maximum amount a 
person can give with safety. 
weak and a trifle dizzy. I was ordered to 
bed by Dr. Peyton. Mrs. Peyton tucked 
a blanket about me. “The whole town of 
Crestmore will love you, Lisbeth,” she said 
softly. 

Someone stood behind her. My 
lifted, fell upon Ina. Tears streamed down 
“Thank you,” 
“T’ll never forget that you saved my baby.” 


I went to sleep then and when I awoke 


Somewhat 


eyes 


her face. she whispered. 


Greg was with me. The blizzard had ended 
and a pale sun crept through my window. 
Greg’s face glowed as I spoke his name. 
“Tt’s tomorrow,” I said. 
“Tomorrow,” he repeated. 
beth, 
” 
our tomorrow. 


“Yes, Lis- 
yesterday is gone. It is tomorrow— 
I lifted my 
wound them about his neck. “I’m 


Greg, 


He was bending over me. 
arms, 
all right now, and wanting some- 
thing terribly.” 

“What is it, darling?” 

I smiled up into his dear serious face 
and answered, “I want you to tell me that 
you love me.” 

His lips were against mine, hungry lips 
that found their answer. 


THE END 
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I Didn’t Know About Girls 


(Continued from Page 27) 


n't know what made Pop like that, ex- 
ept maybe, well—maybe I shouldn’t say 

but I think he was trying to convince 
himselt 

You see, Pop was a God-fearing man 
vho worked hard at his construction job 
six days a week and went to church twice 
on Sunday, morning and evening. But 
somehow he couldn’t help looking at 
women in tight skirts, and I think he hated 


himself for being what he considered 
‘weak,” and he hated the women for at- 
tracting his attention. 

(nd all he had to do was just see me 
talking to a girl off by ourselves somewhere 


ind he would give me the dollar and a-half 
sermon 

Remember what happened to the 
Thomas boy,” he would wind up saying. 
‘He had to marry that girl—and them still 
in their teens.” 
I knew about the Thomas boy. 
Everybody in the whole cotton-pickin’ 
neighborhood knew. Charlie Thomas had 
been going steady with this girl for about 
a year or so. People saw them everywhere 
together. And then all of a sudden you 
didn’t see them. I mean, you saw Charlie 
ill right, but you didn’t see his girl. Not 
for a long time, and then a lot of the wom- 
en started whispering over back fences and 
on the telephone party line. The next thing 
you knew, they were saying Charlie and 
his girl had married, real quietly. And 
then you began to see Charlie and his girl 
again, only now she was his wife, and they 
had this little crumb-crusher with them, 
all wrapped up in blue blankets. 

‘The wages of sin,” my old man mut- 


Sure 


tered darkly. “A young boy has got no busi- 
ness messing around with girls, George. 
He'll only get into trouble.” 

\ll right, already, I said to myself, so 


who was messing around with girls? Not 
had troubles enough already. I 
with my last year of high school 
starting and me trying to win my football 
letter and get my classes all straightened 
out and everything, who had time for girls? 

[hen up pops this Marilyn Standish, 
looking like she should have been in the 
magazines with Kitt and Dandridge. She 
had a baby face and laughing black eyes 
and she liked to wear tight sweaters and 
blue jeans and—well, it was hard to look 
it Marilyn and see anything so evil as my 
old man had been talking about. In fact, I 
thought my old man must have been off 
his ror ker. 

It turned out that Marilyn and her folk 
had just moved to town shortly before 
school opened so her old man could work 
in the steel mills. Her mother, too, had 


me | 


mean 


gotten a job somewhere, and between the 
two of them they must have been making 


pretty good money, because Marilyn 
seemed to have all kinds of crazy clothes. 
A lot of the girls at school were jealous 
of her because of all the things she had 
to wear. I don’t know why they should 
have felt that way, though, because Mari- 
lyn didn’t act rich or anything, and like 
I said, she liked to wear those sweaters and 
blue jeans a lot, so she looked like any 
other normal, healthy girl—only maybe a 
little healthier in certain places. 

Still, I didn’t pay much attention to 
Marilyn. I mean, I looked at her, but I 
didn’t say anything, because there was 
football and all, and I had to keep up in 
my studies. Not that I had too much trou- 
ble in class. In fact, I was what you would 
call a good student, even in the hard stuff 
like math and the drippy stuff like Eng- 
lish. That’s how I got talking to Marilyn. 
She didn’t know from nothing about trig. 

“Oh, George, you’re so good in this stuff, 
and I’m absolutely stupid,” she said to me 
one day after class. I gulped and felt my 
Adam’s Apple playing elevator up and 
down my throat because, well, that crisp 
little voice of hers talking directly to me 
just did things, that’s all. And I didn’t 
know it but that was one of the little tricks 
girls play on fellows. You know, they make 
you feel all big and smart and everything. 
A lot of guys older than I am are suckers 
for that kind of carrying on. 

“T just can’t seem to get all those sines, 
and cosines, and tangents and cosecants 
and things straightened out in my head,” 
Marilyn was saying. “I wish I were smart 
in trig like you, George.” 

Well that did it. I realized right then 
that not only was she nice to look at, but 
that she was real intelligent, too. 

“Trigonometry isn’t so bad,” I told her, 
thinking for the first time how much my 
voice was really like Gregory Peck’s. 

“But I just can’t seem to get the hang 
of it, George,” she protested. Her lower lip 
jutted out ever so slightly in a pretty pout 
for a minute, then her black eyes suddenly 
broke into a happy little dance. “George,” 
she practically yelled, “could you help 
me?” 

“Why, sure,” I answered, not bothering 
to think how. 

“Oh, good,” she cried with delight. 
“Come on in the library, It’s study period.” 

And that’s how things got started. We 
went to the library and talked a little bit 
about trig and a whole lot about good 
teachers like Mrs. Teaberry and _ the 
squares like old Mr. Bradley, and about 
the chances of the football team and about 
how we didn’t think rock ’n’ roll music was 
as bad as some of the older folk tried to 
make it. 

I can’t remember too much more of the 


specific things we talked about in the li- 
brary, because it was pretty dazzling just 
sitting next to Marilyn and inhaling that 
soft, warm perfume she was wearing. That 


was another thing about Marilyn. She 
didn’t smell like other girls. I mean, other 
girls didn’t smell at all, but whenever you 
got real close to Marilyn, you suddenly got 
a faint whiff of fresh, green fragrance. She 
didn’t overdo it, understand. Just barely 
enough. 

But it was pretty heady stuff, that and 
her voice too. She just sort of sent sparks 
crackling along to a guy’s central nervous 
system, and then the whole works blew 
up. You sat there petrified, watching the 
soft molds and sweep of her body in those 
good-looking clothes she wore. 


O MARILYN and I got to be friends. 

We talked whenever we met in the halls 
and we studied trig together in the library. 
She wasn’t nutty like a lot of other girls. 
I mean, she didn’t laugh and giggle and 
act silly all the time. And she wasn’t dumb 
either. Trig wasn’t easy for her, but she 
was really willing to work at it, and she 
was learning, too. 

But still, Marilyn did little things that 
worried me. Like when we would be sit- 
ting in the library sometime and she 
would move over real close to me and 
press her legs close against mine, all warm 
and everything. At first, I thought that she 
didn’t really notice what she was doing. 
but then somehow it dawned on me that 
she knew all right. And then sometimes 
she had a funny way of crooking her arm 
on my shoulder and resting her head on 
it, so that I could smell her hair and the 
perfume and everything all at once, and 
the Fourth of July fireworks would start 
going off inside my head. And the way she 
could look at me sometimes; her eyelids 
fluttering and her voice getting a little 
husky. 

Yeah, somebody should have warned 
me, all right. I was taking those curves 
fast, and there wasn’t a danger sign in 
sight. 

But there was my old man, griping all 
the time. He had decided that I was spend- 
ing too much time after school at football 
practice. “If you’re so smart that you don’t 
have to spend that time studying,” he said, 
“maybe you should get a job. You're tall 
and strong for your age. You can do a 
man’s work.” Pop had gone to a little 
country school in the South where the kids 
attended classes half a year and picked 
cotton in the fields the other half, He 
hadn’t had a chance to play basketball 
and run track and things like that, so he 
didn’t think they were so important. I had 
a hard time convincing him that good ath- 
letes earn from six to twenty thousand dol- 
lars a year or better, and that I just might 
be good enough to turn pro someday if I 
worked at it. I never did really sell him 
on the idea. Pop was a pain. 

Maybe that’s the reason I started talking 
more and more to Marilyn. She wasn’t a 
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problem. I mean, we didn’t fuss and fight 
all the time, like I did with my old man. 
In fact. Marilyn was getting so friendly. 
I didn’t know what to do. It seemed like 
a lot of times when we talked she had more 
on her mind than trigonometry. Like one 
day we were standing talking in a little 
nook under one of the stairways in school 
—not saying anything much, except a little 
stuff about fellows and girls—and then all 
of a sudden she had inched up real close 
to me and I could smell the perfume and 
the sweet cleanness of her hair and the 
sweat was beginning to pop out on me like 
I was in a steam bath. 

That’s when she kissed me, quick, and 
soft and with a kind of little fury, like a 
playful but rough kitten. It gave me fever. 

Just about that time we heard some- 
body coming down the steps and Marilyn 
wheeled and ran. And there I stood, feel- 
ing like a fool. I was so dumb about girls! 
I hadn’t ever kissed one before. at least. 
not like that, right in the mouth and every- 
thing. I didn’t even know why Marilyn 
had kissed me, but I figured that if it was 
time for us to be doing that, then the 
thought should have occurred to me first. 
I didn’t see how I could be so stupid. 

I wasn’t much good for anything else the 
rest of the day. At football practice that 
afternoon, I missed a couple of easy block- 
ing assignments, and once when I was car- 
rying the ball and the line had opened up 
a hole big enough for a team of mules. I 
missed the opening and got smeared so 
hard they almost had to scrape me up off 
the field. 

I couldn’t hardly wait for the next day 
to come, thinking that maybe I’d get a 
chance to kiss Marilyn again, or vice versa, 
as the case had been. But things just didn’t 
seem to work out right. We never had a 
chance to be alone. 

But Marilyn’s mind was working. all 
right. “Look, George,” she said to me, “I’m 
having a little trouble with trig again and 
—and I was wondering if you couldn’t stop 
by my house this afternoon and we could 
study.” 

“Well, I don’t know.” I said slowly. “I 
mean, I don’t know your folks and—” 

“Oh,” Marilyn said, making a little face. 
“they won’t even be home. They work late.” 

“Well, I—I, uh, I’ve got to practice this 
evening Marilyn and I—well, gosh. I don’t 
think I can.” I was embarrassed as a bald- 
headed monkey. Scared was what I really 
was, and I was embarrassed because I 
knew Marilyn could see that I was scared. 

“All right,” she said shortly, and 
flounced off. 

She mentioned that going home together 
bit a couple of more times during the next 
week, but I always found some excuse not 
to. It must have been pretty obvious to 
Marilyn that I was making excuses. be- 


, cause she began to act kind of cool all of 
| a sudden, and the next thing I knew she 


was getting awfully friendly with a lot 
of crummy characters like Billy Adams 
and Joe Marshall. They always fooled 
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In good times or bad, war or peace, DIPLOMA... Age, ene not 
the demand for PRACTICAL important. Earn while learning. 
NURSES is always bigger thanthe Physician-endorsed course. Avere 
supply! Seize this opportunity by age lesson only $1.18! ... Easiest 
earning the famous LINCOLN installments. Investigate now. 


F LINCOLN scHOOL, 80SLarrabeeSt, bet. T-11 Los Angeles 46, Cal | 


LINCOLN SCHOOL, 805LarrabeeSt.,Dept. T-11 Los Angeles 46, Calif. 


Rush Fascinating 16-Page Free Booklet “Careers in Nursing”. 
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round with a lot of girls, and it sort of 
made me angry when I saw what was hap- 
pening. I kept thinking about that time 
1e stairway with Marilyn, and then 
magine her there kissing that Billy 
illy face and I would get all hot 
1 kind of jerky in the stomach. Pretty 
Billy and Joe got to bragging about 

ch fun Marilyn was and they 

tarted hinting at a lot of things, and my 


i( ted worse, 
how I got into trouble with Pop, 
walking in my sleep. He had 
old plain as day one morning to be 
| take some money he had left in an 

ind go downtown and pay a bill. 
did I do? Stick the thing in the 

ket of my jacket and let it col- 


ractically 


It was a week later when Pop came in 
breathing fire and brimstone. “All right, 
What did you do with that 


?” T said, looking at him like 
i rn yesterday. 
M '* he shot back. “The money I 
to pay the Liberal Loan Com- 


Huh?” I said, realizing a second later 
[ was sounding positively brilliant. 

ight, George?” my old man said, 

h ice getting coldly quiet. “What did 

lo with it?” 
Then came the dawn. The money... 
the envelope . pay the bill. 

got it out of my jacket pocket, 

ind the old man fair flipped. So how was I 

to k it was the money for the payment 

mn | ld jalopy, and that it was overdue, 

ind t the company had sent a couple 

pick up the car where Pop was 

The chewing out I got would 

ive ta seventeen stitches to close up 


didn’t have your head so full of 
might remember just a few of the 
tell you to do,” he yelled. “You 
easy around this house. George. 

is) 
Iw etting pretty warm myself by this 
s sorry I had forgotten the bill, 
f he had told me what it was all 
the first place, chances are I 
wouldn't have forgotten it, because I would 
understood how important it 
was the trouble with my old 
ever really explained anything 
just hinted and made what they 
like me having “a 
So what did he mean 
Just because I liked baseball and 
Boy, I was really getting fed up 


] 


iid geezer. I stomped out of the 


ieralities,” 
f trash.” 


him still yelling and threaten- 
stick to me. 

wandered around for a while. 

a chance to blow off steam. 

t find one, so after a while I 

< home and went to bed. I didn’t 

sandwich or anything before I 
ep, | was so teed off. 

(hings weren’t any better the next day. 


I was really spoiling for a fight, wanting 
to let off some of that mad I had built up. 
Then along came Marilyn, looking good 
enough to eat. She looked at me and I 
saw that devilish twinkle come into her 
eyes. She knew I was boiling about some- 
thing. 

“Okay,” she said, laughing, “put up your 
dukes and start swinging.” 

“Does it show that bad?” I asked her. 

“Uh-huh,” she said. 

“Nuts,” I muttered. 

“Tell mama all about it.”” Marilyn said, 
slipping her arm through mine and start- 
ing to walk in step with me. I just about 
melted, being all close to her again like 
that. It was the first time she had been 
really nice to me since the day we kissed 
in school. 

“I’m really sorry about the way I acted 
with you, Marilyn,” I soon found myself 
telling her. “I'd like to make it up to you. 
I—I mean I'll help you with your trig any 
time you want—” 

“Will you really?” Marilyn cut in. 

“Sure,” I grinned, and I felt like I was 
laughing in my old man’s face when I said 
it. I knew he would have a hemorrhage if 
he thought of me being at Marilyn’s house. 
Well, I was going whether he liked it or not. 

Sure enough, there wasn’t anybody home 
when we got there after school that after- 
noon. Marilyn threw her books on the sofa 
and started showing me around the two- 
story house. She showed me the bedrooms 
upstairs and the bathroom where her father 
was starting to put tile on all the walls. 

“He put rubber tile on the kitchen floor 
himself,” Marilyn said proudly. “Come on. 
I'll show you.” 

We went back downstairs and_ she 
showed me the floor in the kitchen. It 
was pretty. Then she took me by the hand. 
“Come on,” she said, “there’s more.” 

Marilyn led me down a flight of steps 
into a basement. There was a lot of stuff 
piled up in it, but Marilyn said her old 
man was going to clean it out and make a 
recreation room out of it. 

“Well.” she said finally, “that’s the 
tour.” 

It was quiet there in the basement. 
real quiet. You couldn’t hear anything. 
All of a sudden, I realized Marilyn and I 
were really all alone for the first time. It 
was kind of scary, but I liked it just the 
same. 

Marilyn must have been thinking about 
it too, because she squeezed my hand and 
said, “Oh, George, I’m so glad you came.” 

Then I thought about the time we had 
kissed underneath the stairway at school 
and my heart began to beat a little faster 
and I leaned toward Marilyn a little bit 
just as she brought her lips up to mine. 
Her mouth was soft and ripe, like a fresh 
fig, and I kissed her hard and long—like 
kissing was going out of style. I guess 
once would have been enough. but when I 
started to let her go, Marilyn came tear- 
ing back at me with a soft little moan. 


Her red tongue darted about as her mouth 
came to mine again and I felt her teeth 
nibble savagely at my lip. All of a sud- 
den, the room was spinning. Marilyn’s 
breathing was heavier and my own breath 
came shorter. Somewhere in the back of 
my mind, the things I heard about fellows 
and girls, the things guys like Billy 
Adams and Joe Marshall bragged about. 
came dancing into view. I opened my 
eyes after a third long, hot kiss and there 
was an old sofa with a broken leg nearby. 
Marilyn and I moved toward it. And then 
everything began to happen in a wild blur 
that erased time and place from memory. 


DON’T KNOW where Marilyn’s father 

came from. But suddenly his footsteps 
were on the stairway leading to the base- 
ment. At first, he couldn’t see us in the dim 
light, and we were up and arranging our 
clothing before he realized we were there. 
He had come into the basement to store 
some stuff. 

“What in the devil—” he started. 

Marilyn and I both began trying to ex- 
plain at once, but there wasn’t much use. 
After all, he could tell what was going on. 
if he hadn’t really seen it. I thought for 
a minute he was going to skin me alive. 
but he didn’t really lay a hand on me. 

Of course, he had to call my old man 
and they argued with each other and then 
they argued with Marilyn and me and 
then with each other some more. I guess 
the only thing that really saved me was 
that Marilyn’s father wasn’t quite sure 
how far things had gone, and Marilyn 
kept saying that nothing had really hap- 
pened. I saw that her old man wanted to 
believe her. 

We're all sort of sweating it out now. 
I mean, if anything happens to Marilyn. 
well, I guess P’ll just have to marry her. 
Well, gosh, maybe I would marry her 
someday anyway. It’s just that now is a 
little early for a thing like that. 

That’s the whole trouble. being young. 
I guess if I hadn’t gotten so bull-headed I 
never would have gone to Marilyn’s house 
in the first place. But then, there were 
things Pop didn’t tell me. He said girls 
were the work of the devil, all right, but 
he didn’t say anything about how boys felt 
inside sometimes. I mean, all the while 
Marilyn and I were in that basement, I 
knew it was wrong. But inside me, I felt 
that I wanted to do what we did. The soft 
way she felt and the kisses and all just 
burned inside me. And in the end, every- 
thing was as much my fault as hers. 

So if Pop had told me about the way I 
would someday feel inside about girls; if 
he had just explained things a little better 
instead of just saying “Don’t do this.” 
and “Don’t do that,” then maybe I could 
have understood. Maybe I wouldn’t have 
gotten all hot under the collar and started 
something just for spite. 

There really ought to be something to 
warn a guy. 


THE END 
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Charlie Parker 


(Continued from Page 13) 


notes and then strode off the bandstand in 
} ahuff. He was coaxed into returning to the 
‘ bandstand but his eccentric behavior con- 
I tinued. 
’ Afterwards, a friend ran into him at a 
; . 

night club around the corner from Bird- 





3 


} Jand. Tears were streaming down his 
i cheek. “I need to have some friends 
around,” Bird said, “to see some kind 
faces.” 


} Three days later, Parker was visiting 
Baroness Nica Rothschild de Koenigswar- 
‘ter, a friend and jazz enthusiast, when he 
complained of difficulty in breathing. The 
} baroness sent for a hotel doctor, who ad- 
‘vised hospitalization; but Parker refused. 
' He was en route to a Boston engagement 
and he needed the money. He remained in 
the Fifth Avenue apartment until Satur- 
day, sleeping on an extra bed. the baroness 
said. Saturday night while laughing at a 
TV show, he had a seizure and died. It 
was the final of many ironies in the life of 
i this troubled jazz immortal; he. who had 
‘known so much bitterness. who had cried 
-so much, died laughing. 

An autopsy revealed he died of lobar 
pneumonia. Then, Chan Richardson, a 
pretty brunette he had been living with as 
man and wife since 1950, and his legal 
wife, Doris, sparred tentatively over his 
final resting place. Chan wanted him buried 
near their daughter, Pree. who died a year 
ago from pneumonia. Doris wanted him 
shipped to Kansas City. Doris. who won 
out, said later: “I didn’t want to cause any 
trouble. But his mother wanted him buried 
in Kansas City. After all. she had had so 





little of him.” 

He left a legacy of recorded music 
‘that enriched the native art form that was 
and is the gift of American Negroes to the 
world. To those who believe that jazz is 
something more than sex set to music, 
something more than accompaniment for 
happy feet, he left a standard that will not 
soon be surpassed. A logician, a composer, 
)amusical philosopher. he spoke often with 
that strident, beautiful tone of his, saying 
‘things about love and lack of love, about 
hate and the lack of understanding, saying 
things about the haves and the have-nots. 

Was he genius or madman? 

He was a man with a man’s frailties, but 
he was also a genius and a tortured, intro- 
spective personality who was blessed and 
cursed with a gift that drove him to the 
limits of himself. A window is opened for 
us on his soul by an admission he made 
hortly before his death. Recalling the 
kgend that Beethoven shook his fist at the 
world on his death bed, Parker philoso- 
phized that few musicians are understood 
in their own times. In his own way, Bird 
shook his fist at a world that he left will- 
ingly, THE END 



















Plenty of Money. In spare or full time, 
I'll start you making good money to help 

you get the nice things you want... fur- 

niture, clothes, savings, travel, ete. 


Will you let me send you Actual Samples 
of a few of my famous Home Products 


Sent to help you MAKE MORE MONEY in your Spare or Full Time 


Just write your name and address on coupon below, 
tear out and mail it TODAY and I’ll send you this 
big box of famous Blair Quality Products (Cosme- 
tics, Flavorings, etc. worth $4.44 retail). 
actual full-size Samples are just a few of the over 
200 Home Products we make and sell — products 
every home needs, buys and uses every day of the 






FOR FREE TRIAL? 





go, I’ll send these Samples to you for FREE 

TRIAL, postpaid, to prove you can make BIG 
EXTRA MONEY showing them to friends, neigh- 
bors and taking their orders. They’re happy tc 
order HOME NEEDS from you, because they get 
valuable gifts, also special offers, in addition to 
quality items they need. 


These 


r mn help start you in a Good-Paying Business of Your Own... . without 1c cost to you! 


 fiee cent! Work. You get paid for mak- 

friendly calls on friends, neighbors, 

relativ es. They love to shop ‘at home for 
their needs at bargain prices. 


Be Your Own Boss. Set your own hours, 
work where and when you please. Be in- 
dependent, no worry about lay-offs, build 
up income for future security. 


Get Valuable Gifts... in addition to Big Cash Earnings! BLAIR Quality Products, Dept. 14DW, | 


Besides your big cash profits, you can get 


beautiful useful Premium Gifts . 






kets, Sheets,etc... 


—- 








Best songs recorded FREE with 7-piece 
orchestra. We write music. Send poems for 
FREE mene oe today! 

ONGMAKERS 
1472 Broadway, New York 36, N. Y. 


Dept. T, 
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GIVE YOU HELP ds 1 
GI an pecia 
Win Mm AN Graces if YOU wear Her MIRAC- 

/ ULOUS MEDAL. Have faith and 
wear this medal . . the very same MIRACULOUS 
MEDAL Ea more than a million people are wearing 
N If you want a 10-day trial of this genuine 
MIRACU LOUS MEDAL, just send me your name and 
address. When the postman delivers your genuine MI- 
RACULOUS MEDAL and PRAY FOR MORE, deposit 
only $2 plus postage and handling on my FAITHFUL 
GUARANTEE: Wear the EDAL close to YOUR 
HEART and use the INFORMATION in Pray for More 
t 10 days. And if YOU are not SURE that YOUR 
FAITH in HER has helped YOU, I'll return your $2. 
Send NOW for YOUR genuine MIRACULOUS MEDAL to 


MASTER, Dept. 52-V, Lynbrook, N. Y. 
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Let me show 
you how to he 
a Money Maker! 





It’s easy for any man or wom- 
an to sell famous, nationally 
advertised Keystone Cosmet- 
ics—spare time or full time. 
Make quick money—up to $50 
a day! Send today for Key- 
stone’s Free Display Case Of- 
; fer with its complete line 
of beautifully packaged 
hair products ¢ powders 
e make-up e fra- 
grances ¢ creams ° lo- 
tions ¢ deodorants °¢ 
men’s preparations. Take orders 
from friends, neighbors, relatives, 
members of your church. YOU 
NEED NO EXPERIENCE. We 
show you how to sell, where to 
sell! SAY GOODBYE TO 
MONEY WORRIES! Be your own boss, work 
your own hours, have big money in your pocket 
. .. drive a new car, wear fine clothes. START 
TOWARD BETTER WAY OF LIFE—make 
big money every day with fast-selling Keystone 
Cosmetics. Write today! Just send name and ad- 
dress—get Keystone’s FREE DISPLAY CASE 
OFFER by return mail. DEPT. 1-20 


P. 0. BOX 2026 
MEMPHIS, TENN 


WRITE FOR Ye 
KEYSTONE’S 
FREE DISPLAY 
CASE 
OFFER 







Keystone Cosmetics 


Lamps, Cameras, Toasters, Clocks, Blan- 
hundreds of 
wonderful valuable prizes all 
without lc cost to you! I’ll send 
you complete Money- Making 
Details, Catalog of entire line 
of over 200 Blair Quality Prod- 
ucts, Order Blanks and Actual 
Full-Size Sample Products for 
FREE Trial. Mail coupon now! 


BLAIR Prooucrs 


Dept. 14DW, Lynchburg, Va. 
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FREE sic money OUTFIT STARTS YOU IN 
BiG MONEY SHOE BUSINESS! 
Run your own profitable ‘shoe store’ 
business from home! Represent 
fast growing million dollar’ firm in 
Spare or full time. We give you— 
REE—complete rp Outfit 
that makes you $217.00 EXTRA 
@ each month for just 2 easy or- 
ders a day. You feature 195 
fast-selling dress, sport, work shoe styles for men and 
women. Air-cushion shoes, many other special features! 
Sizes 2//.-15—widths AAAA to EEEE. Draw on 200,000 pair 
stock. Also horsehide jackets. Start now selling to friends, 
folks where you work. Rush postcard for FREE Outfit! 


MASON SHOE, pept. G-351, CHIPPEWA FALLS, WIS. 


















All types for recordings, 
etc. Booming music 
business needs new song 
writers. Send poems now 
for FREE examination. 
ASCOT MUSIC, INC. + Studio L-9 
6021 Sunset Bivd., Hollywood 28, Calif. 





POWER OF PRAYER 


If you seek a HAPPIER LIFE of Love, 
Health, Peace, Prosperity, Success . . . 
Send for THE POWER OF PRAYER 
today! This great little book must be 
read by all believers. Just send Name, 
FREE Address and 10¢ to cover 
expenses. 


GUIDANCE HOUSE, Dept. AV 
Box 201 Times Sq. Station New York 36 
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HAIR COLOR 


—in 17 Minutes 
at _— 





LASTS MONTHS 
ONLY 89 


Wonderful ‘4 capsule” 
BLACK STRAND = Hair 
Coloring coaxes the return 
of youthful-like, natural hair beauty. 
grayish hair vanishes. Dark, 


streaked, 
lustrous, beautifully radiant 
hair is your reward for 17 golden moments of easy appli- 


Dull, 


s professional-like. Defies detection. 
Will not rub off et _— out. Money back guarantee. Only 
89¢ plus tax at druggists everywhere. Get a package of 
BLACK STRAND. or BROWN STRAND today. 


BLACK Choose from 5 exciting Shades 
JET BLACK @ BLACK @ DARK BROWN 
MEDIUM BROWN e LIGHT BROWN 


cation at home. Looks 


STRAND PRODUCTS CO., Dept. 723-L, 118 S. Clinton, Chicago 6, 111 
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Vy Church Or The Woman I Love 


(Continued from Page 17) 


concerned—was Anne. Those 
of hers were dancing with a 
geht. She wore a dress incredibly 
all its utter simplicity. It was 
h seemed a perfect match for 

th lue of her eyes. 
[hat did it for me. I had never been 
before in my life; never before 
[ felt so deeply. I wanted to stroke 
glory of her hair, to crush the 
red lips, press the supple young 
close to me and never let her go. 
n’t the kind of party we'd been 
We sat around and talked. the 
s| ls soon warming up to the friend- 
liness of the men. We drank tea, ate bitter 
little cakes and listened politely to a pro- 
oram. There were two tiny girls in scarlet 
musli ho sang a duet; an earnest, mid- 
zed lady who wandered in to play 

of classical numbers. 

of the men were a little restless. I 
knew they had looked forward to liquor 
1 a wild evening but, having been 
hed beforehand, they conducted them- 

e gentlemen. 
M hile, I was lost in my dream of 
A waking every so often to capture 
few minutes of talk before she 
about her hostess duties. Just as 
he w erving me my fifth cup of tea—I 
for tea so she would come 





k to me—one of the girls said: 
Oh, Anne, do your Alice Blue Gown 


face flushed and she almost 
the cup she was offering me. 
D yu sing, Anne?” I asked. 
a tiny bit,” she answered, trying 
from her pretty confusion. “But 
| enough, you know.” 
you sing then—for me?” I asked. 
my voice significantly as I spoke 
words. The flush on her face 
She hesitated, and her eyes 
1e again as she said softly: 


OI you.” 
ne of the girls accompanying her 
piano, Anne sang. And it was for 
The song Alice Blue Gown was an 
ld [ had heard years before and 
forgotten. But its nostalgic 
weet suited Anne’s voice. She was no 


ger, certain never to become an 

r. Her voice was untrained and 
eathless, but if ever I thought her 

d dear, it was when she sang her 

that house in Northern England. 

Several times, as she sang, our eyes met 
ke tender words. The unvoiced 
T es told me that Anne recognized my 
love. My heart was happy, if only to know 
that she didn’t seem opposed to the idea. 


Jogging back to camp in the weapons 
carrier with the men, I was in a quiet 
reverie. 

“Sort of a drag for a party, wasn’t it, 
sir?” Sergeant Johnny Evans said. 

“Huh? Oh yes! Yes, indeed,” I replied. 
I hoped I would be forgiven for the white 
lie. I had been thinking how happy I was 
that Anne had promised to let me come 
to see her the following Sunday afternoon. 


UR SUNDAY DATE was the first in a 

long, exciting series. We walked. 
hand-in-hand, down the village streets, sat 
on grassy knolls in the country and talked, 
and discovered together intimate little 
places for lunch and dinner. We went off 
on picnics and lay flat on our backs, watch- 
ing the sky. 

Anne wasn’t the kind of girl I had been 
used to, the kind who took love lightly and 
loosely. She wasn’t the type to barter 
affection for American post exchange sup- 
plies. She was an intense little elf, made 
up of fun and laughter with undertones of 
simplicity and sincerity. 

In spite of many opportunities and sit- 
uations for frantic love, it just never hap- 
pened. The fact that it didn’t—although 
I wanted her with a strong male wanting 
but was content just to be with her—was 
ultimate proof to me that she was the one 
I loved dearly and unlike anyone else on 
earth. I wanted Anne only in tender, de- 
voted affection, but still my blood raced 
with the desire for her. 

I had known Anne less than two months 
when I realized that what I wanted most 
was to marry her, to take her home with 
me, to protect her and to make her proud 
of me. 

And while falling in love with Anne, a 
magic thing was happening to me. Now, I 
was facing myself honestly for the first 
time. Often I had been ashamed because 
I was a fraud in holy clothing. But my 
shame had always been momentary or arti- 
ficial. When Albert Newsome had told me 
that he lacked respect for me because he 
regarded me as a hypocrite, I had been 
upset. But that reaction had not been due 
to genuine shame. It had been because of 
wounded pride, for I had thrived on ad- 
miration and felt unhappy when unable 
to inspire it. On the ship, my temporary 
repentance had been based solely on fear. 

But with Anne, everything came into a 
different focus. My love for her was close 
to holy. It awed me, and I wanted to be 
worthy of it. Anne had a simple faith in 
God and part of her love for me, I real- 
ized with a sinking heart, was built on her 
belief that I was a good person, worthy 





of calling myself a man of God. 

It was with a confession of my past that 
I finally asked Anne to marry me. I told 
her how loving her made me feel, how it 
had aroused in me another love and ambi- 
tion—to live a life that would, in itself. 
become a sermon, an example for others 
to live by; to use my talents sincerely for 
good. I waited then for her answer. 

“T love you, too, Stanley.” Anne ad- 
mitted. “How much I would love to be 
your wife, to go to America with you and 
help you in your work. But there are prob- 
Jems. You may be shipped off any day, you 
know. You may meet someone else you 
love more. And, if you do return home— 
even if you don’t forget me and still want 
me to come and marry you—what will your 
people think of me, a white girl? Will they 
make us unhappy as they have sometimes 
been made unhappy by people of my 
race?” 

I covered her lips with kisses, laughing 
tenderly at her protests, but Anne was 
firm. She insisted that we put our love to 
the test of time. 


ND THE DAY CAME when we got or- 

ders to move to southern England for 
an intensive combat training period, and 
it was with a heavy heart that I kissed 
Anne goodbye. 

The months that later passed were like 
years, and only Anne’s letters of love 
seemed to make life worth living. They 
were my armour and my strength when 
we rocked across the icy English Channel. 
boarding the landing barges with the hell 
of enemy fire crackling and thundering 
about us. They were with me—those let- 
ters—on the long ghost marches over 
treacherous terrain and when the shells 
burst upon us from the skies that seemed 
to have gone mad with angry light and 
sound. They were my salvation when we 
made the long trek on stormy seas from 
Marseilles to Manila. Anne’s letters came 
to me—cooling, comforting—in the long 
sticky, sweating-out period in the Philip- 
pines. 

And gradually I came to realize another 
blessing besides her letters. I became a 
real chaplain to my men. Slowly, surely 
the change came over me and they noticed 
it. I was their friend, a warm and earnest 
friend. [| was frank with them in their 
problems, and never again did any man 
doubt my sincerity. Without shame, but 
feeling the cleansing influence of honesty, 
I told the tough incorrigibles the story of 
how I myself had sinned and found myself. 
And, through finding myself, I was for the 
first time truly finding God. 

When at last the war ended and I was 
returned to the States for discharge, the 
first thing I did was to accept the assistant 
pastorate of the church of which I am now 
the leader. Here I began doing the same 
kind of job I did in my regiment after I 
met Anne. I brought Aunt Ethel here to 
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keep house in the parsonage. and I had the 
good feeling that I was finally repaying 
her for all she had done for me. 

Meanwhile, an uneasiness 
settle over me, growing into a nagging 
worry, then quiet desperation, for I had 
written Anne a number of times and had 


began to 


no reply. Could she have changed her 
mind? Could her love for me be dead? 


Had she accepted someone else? 
To my horror, one day months after my 


» return. a batch of my letters to Anne came 


back marked “Addressee Unknown.” 
Frantically I contacted Red Cross Authori- 


| ties in this country and abroad. I published 


advertisements in English papers offering 
rewards for information about Anne. For 
a whole year I tried in every possible way 
te find her. At the end of the year, I was 
ready to give up. but something told me 
that someday I would be successful. The 
months lengthened into years. and I was 
immeasurably sad, feeling a sense of utter 
loss. But I never gave up hope. 

I threw myself into my work, telling my- 
self all the while that I was building my 
church for the glory of God. that I was 
being punished for my old sins, and that 
one day God would let me find Anne. 

He did. Almost eight years after I had 


*come home, I received a letter from Anne 


and a picture. She was as lovely as ever, 
though perhaps a bit softened by time and 
sorrow, 

Anne had suffered. Shortly after the 
war ended she had been stricken with a 
deadly rheumatic fever, and confined to a 
hospital for a long, long while. Doctors 
had gravely given her up, and in her pride 
and misery, she had determined to break 
off all contact with me. She had concealed 
her whereabouts from her neighbors and 
friends, and she had no family left. 

But now Anne was cured and she had 
learned the extent of my frantic search for 
her. “I feel it only fair to write.” she said, 
“but I will understand if things have 
changed between us after all this silence 
and separation.” 

I was delirious with happiness, and 
wrote Anne that my love for her was 
greater than ever. I asked her to prepare 
to come to me, then I began working on 
the complicated process of bringing her to 
the United States. 

Never did I dream of the objections that 
were to come. I suppose now that I should 
have realized that, even in these advanced 
days, the marriage of a Negro minister and 
an English girl would create a stir, but my 
love for Anne had always been so total, so 
pure that I was almost oblivious to the dif- 
ference in the color of our skins. 

In this spirit of oblivion to race differ- 
ence between Anne and me. on Sunday I 
announced from my pulpit that the par- 
sonage would soon have a mistress. In 
my enthusiasm, I told the whole story as I 
have told it here. The good people of the 
congregation listened with rapt attention. 


There seemed to be sympathy and ap- 
proval in their manner. 

The minute church was dismissed, how- 
ever, the trouble broke. Some of the pow- 
erful women members set to work circulat- 
ing words that went like: 

“Pastor’s marrying some white woman.” 

“His own race isn’t good enough for 
him.” 

“This will destroy the church. We'll be 
a laughing stock.” 

That’s why the trustees made this last 
visit to me. They came to say that I must 
abandon plans for marrying Anne or they 
will petition for my removal. I pleaded 
and argued with them. I reminded them 
that they had always militantly 
against prejudice among Negroes. and I 
asked why they should show prejudice 
against someone they have never seen, a 
good, Christian woman who would help 
me serve them. I could no more help the 
fact that I had fallen in love with a white 
woman than I could help the fact that I 
was a Negro, I declared. 

But the trustees were adamant, refusing 
to give an inch. They told me to think it 
over, that if I agreed to postpone my mar- 
riage to Anne for three months, they would 
await my decision. 

This, then, is the problem I have tried 
to solve at my desk and on my knees. How 
can I tell Anne that the prophecy she made 
back in England has come true. that my 
own people will reject us? 

On the other hand, how can I give up 
my pulpit when the sincere service of God 
has become as dear to me as my deep love 
for Anne. 

Perhaps I ought to sacrifice my selfish, 
personal love for the love of the flock 
which I am leading. But have I not the 
right to love a pure, clean love and still 
be allowed to teach the love of God? 

Perhaps I should give up this church 
and seek another where people will be 
more broad-minded and tolerant in their 
attitude. But is it not my duty to try to 
remain here where I have found the seeds 


been 


of intolerance bearing a bitter fruit? 

Yet, if I do remain, if I do fight back, 
defying the trustees, there will be glaring 
publicity, a hostile spotlight for Anne to 
step into, a shaken, unwelcomed bride. 
Perhaps the publicity would render any 
service I could give to my church worth- 
less. Perhaps the people of the church will 
support the trustees in an open battle, but 
perhaps they will not. 

Shall I take the chance? Have I the 
right to allow Anne the embarrassment 
and ridicule? 

Is it strange that a minister should bare 
his soul thusly? I think not. For people 
will read it, people like Aunt Ethel and 
Albert Newsome and Anne and the trus- 
tees; good people and bad. 

Finish this story for me, won’t you? For 
I who have told hundreds of people what 
is best for them to do, am unable to decide 


THE END 


what is best for myself. 
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Crown Prince Of Harlem 


(Continued from Page 35) 


Mayfair listrict, Greenwich Village 
streamed the people, heading for the 


smoke fumed basement hole known the 
world o as “Dickie Wells.” Frantic 
i1ided often as not by police, 
pt to restore order in the con- 


doort 


would 


fusion the long lines of traffic, both afoot 
and on rubber, as cars tried to unload their 
passengers in front of the place. 
“T) ICKIE WELLS,” as a cabaret had 
, nothing extraordinary in the line 
of entertainment. In fact, the talent was 
usually mediocre and the music was fur- 
nished crude washtub band com- 
posed of ng itinerant musicians, playing 
on wash pans, tubs, sticks, and kazoos, 
most ¢ hom worked as errand boys, 
clerks hwashers or plain hustlers 
during the day te augment their meager 
income e songs were of the extreme 
risque and the lyrics sung from the 
floor or shouted around the closely packed 
tables entertainers, were decidedly 
“blue” material. The one factor that made 
“Dickie Wells” a living entity among the 


innumeral joints like it, was the man, 
Dickie VW himself. Lean, handsome, 
with se face and hands, immaculately 
eaming with infectious humor. 
he was a personality etched into the care- 
lessly- | glasses, the grimy walls, the 
ften-s | tablecloths and napkins, in the 
ty chairs, in the polished sur- 
face of t mall dance floor. His per- 
1eated every nook and cranny 


squeak 
sonal 


Dickie was all over the place each morn- 
ing, telli joke here, kissing the hand 
of son iutiful blonde over there, shak- 
ing th lionaire’s hand, slapping that 
bevele ! hoodlum on the shoulders, 
light! th the ease familiarity breeds. 
He tolerated few. if any. Negroes bringing 
white wot into his place. He defied the 
smoulde esentment of Harlem night- 
life ple seekers who charged him with 
the sai crimination sponsored by the 
Cotton ( 
the floo 
of the 


where Negroes could not see 
fantasies featuring some 
nost beautiful women plus the 
orchestras as Duke Ellington. 
Lucky Millinder and Jim- 


musi¢ 


mie Lu 1 
Ble h a remarkable memory for 
names ll as faces, he became inti- 


matel inted with a long list of out- 


standing ople like Dan Topping, the 
millio ho later bought the New York 
Yank all team; Sonja Henie, the 
skater; h eat and close friend, actress 
Tallulah Bankhead; Martha Raye, the 


admits she got her start 
1 dancer at “Dickie Wells” 


allowed to do guest num- 


comedle vine 


where she i 


bers from the floor. 

His guest list included such sparkling 
personalities as Lady Mendl, Rita Hay- 
worth, Mae West. Gypsy Rose Lee, Dorothy 
Lamour, Monty Woolley, George Raft. W. 
C. Fields and Lana Turner. Into the place 
swarmed such writers as Walter Winchell, 
whom Dickie knew intimately when the 
columnist was a dancer; Jimmy Cannon. 
Louis Sobol, Leonard Lyons, Quentin Rey- 
nolds, Ed Sullivan, Lucius Beebe and 
Damon Runyon. 

An onlooker would see such fabled 
society folk as Cholly Knickerbocker. 
Mayor James J. (Jimmy) Walker, a close 
pal of Wells; Barbara Hutton, Prince Mike 
Romanoff, the Stork Club’s Sherman Bil- 
lingsley and Elsa Maxwell. Ted Healey, 
Harry Richman, Ann Pennington, members 
of the Vanderbilt clan and Ted Husing 
were frequenters of “Dickie Wells” as the 
place grew in popularity. 


S HE GREW in stature, the urge in 

Dickie Wells to play second fiddle to 
nobody in his field dominated him and he 
would grab checks off the tables in his 
place and elsewhere and pay them in per- 
son for such “close friends” as Dan Top- 
ping. Tallulah Bankhead, Jockey Don 
Meade. his idol; Winchell, Sobol, Babs 
Hutton, and Harry Richman. To _ the 
women who caught his fancy he sent elab- 
orate and costly bouquets or corsages of 
white orchids, his favorite flower. There 
was a time when a female member of a 
Main Line multimillionaire Philadelphia 
family. widely known in_ international 
politics, became so infatuated and intrigued 
with Dickie Wells that she almost went 
haywire in her efforts to marry him. Fail- 
ing this, she squandered untold sums on 
him, let him live with her at the huge 
mansion her family owns in a select part of 
Long Island. 

One white woman, a onetime famous 
movie star, fell so deeply in love with 
Dickie Wells that she lost her mind. When 
she came out of the sanitarium, she em- 
braced religion and is now living on the 
West Coast, a broken-hearted, disconsolate 
shadow of her once glamorous self. This 
woman, identified to the writer by Dickie 
before he died, was also deeply loved by 
Wells. But because of the major task con- 
fronting him in acting as the ever-loving 
shepherd for such a vast flock, Dickie could 
not give her all the attention she demanded. 
The boys on the corner and those who asso- 
ciated with Dickie knew that she was his 
No. 1 girl and there was nothing Dickie 
would not do to make her happy with 
gifts and favors. When news of his sudden 
death in the summer of 1949 was conveyed 
to her, it was reported she relapsed into a 


coma lasting several days. 

After the Cotton Club on Lenox Avenue 
and 142nd Street closed in 1936 and was 
moved to Broadway, Wells liberalized his 
policy and soon Negroes were swarming all 
over his place where they were once not 
too enthusiastically accepted. It was in 
this period of the club that musicians Taps 
Miller. Willie Spottswood, and Leonard 
Ware and some others got together one 
morning and wrote a smash hit. ] Want 
Some Sea Food, Mama. 

With their hands full fighting internecine 
gang wars and in wresting control of the 
multi-million dollar numbers racket from 
Negro numbers bankers in Harlem, the 
Cotton Club mob and others who were 
“seeing Dickie go” were paying scant at- 
tention to what was happening in his place. 
They had seen to it that the place was 
licensed in Dickie’s name, that it was 
rented under the same circumstances and 
that all the bills were made out to him. 
The Police Commissioner had been wink- 
ing his eye constantly at what was going on 
at “Dickie Wells.” thus giving the place 
the green light for violating the State 
Liquor Authority and New York City law 
which makes it illegal to operate a place 
selling intoxicants after four o’clock in 
the morning during weekdays and three 
o'clock on Sunday morning. 

Then a big investigation of vice and 
gambling, particularly the numbers game. 
by the then-ambitious District Attorney 
Thomas E. Dewey, chased many of the 
various mobs to cover. Police were break- 
ing in doors uptown in Harlem or coming 
in with outstretched and itching palms. 

A drive to make Harlem “off bounds” 
for all whites grew apace as daily news- 
paper columnists magnified every incident 
of criminal or misdemeanor proportions 
and word spread that it was unsafe to visit 
Harlem. 

Now one would find “Dickie Wells” 
closed down more often than open as the 
word went out that the order of the night 
was to “lay off” for a while till things quiet 
down, An inveterate horse player, Dickie 
still found he was unlucky at gambling. 
although he once bet on five consecutive 
winners at Saratoga with Don Meade up. 
His friends said Meade must have tipped 
him off. He was now finding it difficult to 
operate and live in the manner to which 
he had been accustomed during the middle 
and late 1920s when everything had been 
placed before him. He drew support from 
some of his wealthy friends downtown, but 
not enough to “cabaret” around as he 
wanted. 

When the mob deserted him, he found 
himself in serious trouble with the U. S. 
Revenue Department for failure to pay tax 
returns on the whiskey sold in his place. 
“Dickie Wells” as a club closed down for- 
ever in 1940 and the proprietor was once 
again on the “turf” with the rest of the 
boys. 

In the winter of 1947, the trio of Levy, 
Wells and Martin opened Club Ebony at 
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53rd Street and Broadway, the first major 
night club venture by Negroes in history 
on the fabled street of bright lights. It was 
found that Wells could not be openly iden- 
tiied with the club as a partner because 
of his record with the State Liquor Author- 
Fity and the U. S. Department of Internal 
Revenue. Nevertheless, Levy and Martin 
exploited his name to the fullest, designat- 
ing him as the “host.” “producer.” and 
* many other titles designed to satisfy the 
ego of Dickie Wells as well as to bring in 
customers through the use of the magic 
name. It did. Club Ebony became the ren- 
dezvous for the same variety of patrons as 
those whose money supported the Harlem 
“Dickie Wells” night club adventure. This 
*was a more elaborate venture than any- 
thing Dickie had conceived of when he ran 
his small setup in Harlem. Dickie Wells 
was proving he was still a drawing card on 
the night club front. 
Into the place one night came a party 
that included one of the most beautiful 
}ywomen of the day. Dickie saw her and 
immediately fell head over heels in love 
with her and she with him. Her father 
was a widely respected consul in the 
United States Government diplomatic 
corps. Dickie showered her with attention 
and she returned night after night. Since it 
+ was Dickie Wells, few paid serious atten- 
tion to the latest infatuation of the Great 
Harlem Lover. Many thought it would 
blow over as had so many infatuations like 
itin the past. But it didn’t. Instead, the girl 
» grew on Dickie until she became almost an 
obsession to him. As his friends worried 
s about his physical condition and his health 
(he seemed to be shrinking away). he per- 
sisted in making the beautiful. delicate fea- 
tured girl his chief topic of conversation. 
As in the past, he didn’t try to conceal it 
from his white friends. Instead, he told 
them about it. 
Their reaction. as in the past. was to 
laugh it off. Meanwhile. many things were 
' happening in the Club Ebony. The charac- 
ter of the clientele had changed and Negro 
patrons swarmed all over the place. It was 
a policy of Levy and Martin, perhaps con- 
trary to what Wells desired. to give Ne- 
groes the run of the club. providing they 
had money to spend. Consequently, the 
mixture of black and white reached a 
height on Broadway that probably will 
never be attained again, not at least in the 
forseeable future. 





BILLIE HOLIDAY came into Club 
Ebony as its top attraction in the 
Spring of 1948 and she became the biggest 
single “draw” on Broadway during her 
| engagements there. Miss Holiday’s advent 
as the star of the Club Ebony show also 
) marked the turning point in the efforts to 
4 make the club a lasting venture on the 
Great White Way. Differences between 
jLevy and Martin worsened as Levy an- 
nounced he had signed Miss Holiday to a 
personal manager’s contract and that he 


was going to make her “the greatest star 
in the world.” 

Dickie Wells, bewildered by what was 
going on between his friends. tried to keep 
things on an even keel, but the seeds of 
dissension had already been sown as Mar- 
tin continued to believe that Levy should 
devote all his time to the active manage- 
ment and direction of the club. 
dent of the Universal Restaurant Corpora- 
tion. doing business as Club Ebony, Martin 
one night handed Levy an ultimatum on 
the subject. but it was too late. 

Originally. Martin had put up $20,000 
in cash matched by $20.000 put up by 
Mabel Levy. John’s sister. who moved in 


As presi- 


to act in her stead in the business as gen- 
eral manager and buyer of talent. Wells. 
having no financial stake at all in the club, 
could only offer advice. Seeing there was 
no chance of healing the breach between 
Levy and Martin, Wells decided to remain 
at Club Ebony when Levy and his sister 
severed their connections with it, Levy 
taking Billie Holiday out on a tour. 

It was then that Martin took in the 
Broadway disk jockey and hot music per- 
sonality. Fred Robbins. as an associate, 
and on his advice. changed the name of the 
club to “The Click.” It featured bebop 
music. 

Neither Wells nor Martin cared much 
for the “oolya koo” stuff the 
“modern” musicians were dishing out. but 


personally 


the short wave of prosperity the new ven- 
ture enjoyed had them nodding their heads. 

It was during one of these nights at the 
“Click” that Wells briefly returned to the 
stature he once had reached where women 
were concerned. He had fallen in love with 
a beauteous brunette who had come to 
Club Ebony with her boy friend before the 
place changed names. She returned again 
at Wells’ behest after it had been renamed 
“The Click.” Dickie prevailed upon her to 
attend the hockey game at Madison Square 
Garden with him. It happened that on the 
same night. the girl’s “sugar daddy” who 
kept her in regal style. bought her costly 
mink coats and maintained her in an ex- 
pensive apartment with servants and an 
automobile at her disposal, attended the 
same hockey match. He, from his box, saw 
the girl with Dickie in an adjacent box and 
the girl became panicky. 

“To hell with him.” Dickie told her. 
“Don’t let it worry your pretty mind, baby. 
I'll do everything for you and more than 
he is.” He promptly went over on the East 
Side and rented a swanky three-room suite 
in an apartment building in exclusive Sut- 
ton Place for her. But there were few inci- 
dents like that left in life for Dickie Wells. 

The police, who had secretly been in- 
vestigating Dickie’s mysterious sources of 
income, had tapped the wires in Dickie’s 
uptown room and one night intercepted a 
telephone call from the daughter of the 
U. S. consul with whom Wells was in love. 

Detectives then tapped the wires in the 
girl’s apartment and heard Dickie talking 
one day to her on the phone. They seem- 
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forgot the horse racing 
handbook they were trying to link to 
Dickie. It wasn’t long after that that the 
police ed in and arrested the young 
wom n charges that she was a “$100- 
Call ¢ They also arrested two or three 
other girls in the building to make it look 
When they found out the actual 
identit the girl and that she was the 
daughter of a United States diplomat and 
the wife a wealthy Egyptian cotton 
became a hot potato on the 
he police. Wells’ name came up 
in connection with her in the newspapers 
and some of the Broadway columnists made 
f it. Dickie. meanwhile, had taken 
over tl irl’s child and had put him up 
in a faney private school in New Jersey and 
was footing the bills! 
The e lingered in court and in the 
for weeks as Dickie faded in 
well-being and “The Click” 
leteriorated. It was finally de- 
Martin and a couple of white 
>» had taken in with him from the 
sector, to “get them damned 
beboppers outta here.” Dickie came up 
with the idea of turning the joint into a 
“orind lace” like the clubs on 52nd 
of which were featuring white 
strip-tease dancers. The 
idea led good to Martin and his asso- 
d they booked in the fan dancer. 


ingly promptly 


good 


pla te! 
hand 


burle ( € ind 


Sally ] and her troupe of blonde, red 
ind platinum-haired beauties. But even 
this had little or no effect on Dickie Wells. 

ed listless. unconcerned and talked 


for hours about his great affection for his 
“oirl.” He would exhibit notes from her, 


tell j lents of his association with her. 
He worried himself much thinner every day 
she stayed in jail under the indictment that 
was rt d against her for prostitution. 

Durit he spring and summer of 1949 
Dickie Wells steadily declined in health. 
His f were alarmed at his condition. 
He paid steady visits to his doctor, but 
persi 1 his life-long habits of staying 
out | tanding on the corner of 133rd 
Str th Avenue and in other haunts. 


talking and arguing with his pals. His 
“irl in every other sentence he spoke 
Now he seemed eager to 
prove he was justified in expressing such 
devoti the unfortunate young woman, 
caught a situation in which she was 
later roven entirely innocent and of 


in the lays 


whicl was to be completely exonerated. 
But that came after Dickie died in the St. 
Nicholas Avenue apartment of his friend, 
AI M May 25 in the midst of a joke 
he lling! 

Onl ee funerals in Harlem have sur- 
passed e one for Dickie Wells. They 
were the rites for Florence Mills, the im- 


mortal of Blackbirds, A’Leila Walker. 


proprietre of Harlem’s famous “Dark 
Tower id the funeral of Bill (Bojan- 
gles) Robinson that came nearly a year 
later. As in life, Dickie died in a big way. 
Traft ith Avenue was tied up tight as a 
knot d g the days his body lay in state 


in the parlors of the Rodney Dade Funeral 
Home. The funeral parlor was a mass of 
flowers which, somehow, could not eclipse 
in sheer magnificence, the blanket of white 
orchids his mother had supplied to cover 
his casket. At least 40,000, including movie 
stars, millionaires, playboys and sportsmen 
viewed the remains. Police said over 
20.000 mourners and curiosity seekers 
sandwiched themselves in the roadway in 
front of the Salem M.E. Church. The 


funeral procession down 7th Avenue was 





seen by over 150.000. 

The night before the funeral, an uniden. 
tified white beauty in deep mourning attire, 
came to the parlors alone and waiting her 
chance, leaned over the coffin and kissed 


lingeringly the cold lips of the dead 
playboy. 

“Goodbye, Dickie.” she said softly, and 
walked silently out. her frame shaking from 
sobs. 





THE END 





Salmon Recipes 


(Continued from Page 49) 


Baked Salmon with Asparagus 

Butter a 4-cup ring mold and set in a 
pan containing 1 inch of hot water. Empty 
a 1-lb. can of salmon in a bowl and mash 
thoroughly with a fork. Stir in 1% tsp. salt, 
4 eggs and 1 cup cream. Mix thoroughly. 
Press through a fine sieve. Pour into the 
ring mold and bake in a 325°F oven about 
50 minutes until set. Run a knife around 
edge of mold and invert on serving dish. 
Garnish with asparagus and serve with 
hollandaise sauce. 


Salmon Loaf Milanese 

Shave the yellow rind from 1 lemon and 
cut into slivers. Flake a 1-lb. can salmon 
into a bowl and add the lemon rind slivers 
and juice from the lemon. Add 2 cups 
cracker crumbs, 14 tsp. pepper, % tsp. 
salt, 1 tsp. thyme and 3 lightly beaten eggs. 
Mix well. Spoon mixture into a 4-cup 
loaf pan and bake in a preheated 350°F 
oven 30-35 minutes. Serve hot or cold gar- 
nished with lemon slices and springs of 
parsley or watercress. 


Salmon Pasties 

Place 1 tsp. minced onion in saucepan 
with 3 tbsps. melted butter and cook until 
transparent. Stir in 4 tbsps. flour and 
gradually stir in 1144 cups hot milk. Cook 
and stir until sauce is thick. Add 2 tbsps. 
grated Parmesan cheese. pinch of nutmeg. 
14 tsp. pepper and cook and stir over low 
heat for 10 minutes. Stir in 2 egg yolks 
mixed with 14 cup cream and a little of the 
hot sauce and cook, stirring for 3 minutes. 
Stir in 2 thsps. sherry and 14 tsp. salt. 

Flake a 734 oz. can of salmon into a 
bowl and mix with 4% cup of sauce—keep 
remaining sauce hot over simmering water. 
Roll out pastry to 1%-inch thickness and 
cut into 4-inch squares. Place a heaping 
tablespoon of filling on half of each square. 
Fold pastry over to form a triangle, moisten 
edges with water and seal by pressing edges 
together with tines of a fork. Prick small 
steam vents, place on a baking sheet and 
bake in 425°F oven 12 minutes. Serve hot 
with remaining sauce. 


Salmon Pie Piccata 
Flake a 1-lb. can of salmon into a bowl. 
Saute 4 cup chopped onion, 14 cup minced 
celery, 44 cup minced green pepper in 2 
tablespoons butter until transparent and 
add to salmon along with 1% cups soft 


bread crumbs, 4 tsp. tabasco, 2 tbsps, * 
minced parsley, 2 eggs, lightly beaten, 
Cook a 10-0z. pkg. frozen peas and arrange 
on bottom of a buttered 8-inch pie plate 
and top with salmon mixture. Bake in’ 
350°F oven 30-35 minutes and serve with 
Piccata Sauce. 


Piccata Sauce 
Melt 2 tbsps. butter in a saucepan. Stir 
in 2 tbsps. flour. Gradually stir in 1 8-02! 
bottle of clam juice. Cook and stir until 
sauce is smooth and thickened. Add % 
sliced lemon and cook over low heat 10 
minutes. 


Salmon Scrapple 
Place 1 tablespoon minced onion in 2% 
cups water and bring to a boil. Stir in 14 
cups white cornmeal, 1 tsp. salt, ¥% tsp. 
cracked peppercorns, another cup of water 
and cook, stirring until mixture thickens 
Add a 734 oz. can of salmon and 1 tbsp. 
chopped fresh dill and cook over low heat 
for 10 minutes, stirring frequently. Remove 
from heat and stir in 1 tbsp. chopped pars 
ley. Turn the mixture into a loaf par 
rinsed in cold water and chill in refrig’ 
erator. Next day, remove from loaf pan. 
cut into slices and saute in butter slowly, 
until browned on both sides. 





| 


Coquille of Salmon ——— 

Measure the liquids from a 1-lb. can of 
salmon and a 6-oz. can of sliced mushroom: 
in a measuring cup and add enough wate 
to make 1 cup. Flake the salmon into 4 
bowl and mix in the sliced ner ae 
In a saucepan melt 4 thsps. butter. Add} 
small minced onion and cook until trans 
parent. Stir in 14 cup flour, 14 tsp. thyme} 
1% tsp. pepper and 1 bay leaf. Graduall) 
stir in the 1 cup of liquid and 4% cup whit 
wine, and cook, stirring until sauce is thick) 
Cook over low heat 5 minutes, stirrings 
occasionally. Stir in 2 egg yolks mixed 
with 1 cup cream and a little of the he) 
sauce and cook 2 minutes longer. Removt 
bay leaf and pour sauce over salmon ani 
mushrooms, Add 2 tbsps. chopped parsle) 
and mix lightly. Pile mixture into fow 
shells or ramekins and garnish wit’ 
mashed potatoes. Place on a baking she¢! 
and bake in a 350°F oven for 15 minuté 
until sauce is bubbling and potatoes ar 
tinged with brown. 





iniden. 
r attire, 
ing her 

kissed 





» dead 


ly, and | 
ig from 


E END 


rem 


tbsps, * 
beaten, 
arrange 
e plate 
jake in 
ve with 


in. Stir 
1 8-02, 
ir until 
Add % 
heat 10 


| in 2h 
rin 1% 
V% tsp. 
rf water 
rickens, 
1 tbsp. 
ow heat 
Remove 
od pars 
yaf pan 
refrig: 
af pan, 
slowly, 





hesse 
, can ol 
shrooms 
h water 
1 into 4) 
hrooms, 
Add] 
il trans 
. thyme) 
radually, 
ip white! 
is thick) 
stirrin; 
3 mixei} 
the ho! 
Removh 
non anih 
parsle} 
ito four 
th with 
ng shee! 
minute 
toes aly 






Not too hard ...not too soft... just right! 


The only 
premium quality 
elaeetiecees Nair pomade for men! 





Get DUKE .. . the new greaseless hair pomade that trains 
and holds your hair, no matter how wiry, in perfect place all day long. 
Women love that ‘‘Duke Look."’ Get it . . . get DUKE! At your drug counter. 


65¢ at your drug counter, or send us 80¢ and we'll send Duke to you by return mail 





SUPREME PRODUCTS CoO. : 624 South Michigan Avenue * Chicago 5, Illinois 





rn /Send for This Money. 
Making Outfit FREES 


See How Easy 
It Is to Make 


= $3Qoo 


IN A DAY! 


Do you want to make more money 
in full or spare time . . . as much 
as $30.00 in a day? Then mail the 
coupon below for this BIG OUT- 
FIT, sent you FREE, containing 
more than 100 fine quality fab- 
rics, sensational values in made-to-measure suits, topcoats, 
and overcoats. Take orders from friends, neighbors, fellow- 
workers. Every man prefers better-fitting, better-looking 
made-to-measure clothes, and when you show the many 
beautiful, high quality fabrics—mention the low prices for 
made-to-measure fit and style—and show our guarantee of 
satisfaction, you take orders right and left. You collect a big 
cash profit in advance on every order, and build up a fine 
permanent income for yourself in spare time or full time. 


No Experience Needed 


It’s amazingly easy to take measures, and you don’t need 
any experience to take orders. Everything is simply ex- 
plained for you to cash in on this wonderful opportunity. 
Just mail this coupon now and we’ll send you this big, valu- 
able outfit filled with more than 100 fine fabrics and every- 
thing else you need to start. Include plans to get suit with- 
out 1¢ cost. You’ll say this is the greatest way to make 
money you ever saw. Rush the coupon today! 


PROGRESS TAILORING CO. 


500 S. Throop St., Dept. N-364, Chicago 7, III. 





A WEARER’S 
NAME 


FY I 
‘ey Embroidered 
| on Special | 
| | 
| Label! | 
| Special extra fea- 
ture available— 

Wearer’s name can be em- 
| broidered on silk label sewn | 

right into garment—helps you 

make more sales. Everyone 
| wants a personalized made-to- | 
| measure suit. FREE Sample | 
| Case includes Personalized 
| Name Label information— | 
| send coupon now—today! 





YOUR OWN SUITS WITHOUT Ic COST! 


Our plan makes it easy for you to get your own 
personal suits, topcoats and overcoats without 
aying 1c—in addition to your big cash earnings. 
hink of it! Not only do we start you on the road 











to making big money but we also make it easy 
for you to get your own clothes without paying 
one penny. No wonder thousands of men write 
enthusiastic letters of thanks. 


JUST MAIL COUPON You don’t invest a 


penny of your money 
now or any time. You don’t pay money for sam- 
ples, for outfits, or for your own suit under our 
remarkable plan. So do as other men have done— 
mail the coupon now. Don’t send a penny. Just 
send us the coupon. 











PROGRESS TAILORING CO., Dept. N-364 
500 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, IIMinois 

Dear Sir: I WANT MONEY AND I WANT A SUIT TO 
WEAR AND SHOW, without paying lc for it. Rush De- 
tails, Valuable Suit Coupon, and Sample Kit with actual 
fabrics ABSOLUTELY FREE. 








